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PREFACE TO NEW EDITION.

THE period in which the story of The World's Desire

is cast, was a period when, as Miss Braddon remarks of

the age of the Plantagenets, "anything might happen.'*

Recent discoveries, mainly by Dr. Schliemann and

Mr. Flinders Petrie, have shown that there really was

much intercourse between Heroic Greece, the Greece

of the Achaeans, and the Egypt of the Ramessids.

This connection, rumoured of in Greek legends, is

attested by Egyptian relics found in the graves of

Mycenae, and by very ancient Levantine pottery, found

in contemporary sites in Egypt. Homer himself

shows us Odysseus telling a feigned, but obviously not

improbable, tale of an Achaean raid on Egypt. Mean-

while the sojourn of the Israelites, with their Exodus

from the land of bondage, though not yet found to

be recorded on the Egyptian monuments, was probably

part of the great contemporary stir among the peoples.

These events, which are only known through Hebrew

texts, must have worn a very different aspect in

the eyes of Egyptians, and of pre-historic Achaean

observers, hostile in faith to the Children of Israel.

The topic has since been treated in fiction by Dr.
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Ebers, in his
'

Joslma. In such a twilight age, fancy

has free play, but it is a curious fact that, in this

romance, modern fancy has accidentally coincided with

that of ancient Greece.

Most of the novel was written, and the apparently

"un-Greek" marvels attributed to Helen had been

put on paper, when a part of Furtwangler's recent

great lexicon of Mythology appeared, with the article

on Helen. The authors of The World's Desire read

it with a feeling akin to amazement. Their wildest

inventions about the Daughter of the Swan, it seemed,

had parallels in the obscurer legends of Hellas. There

actually is a tradition, preserved by Eustathius, that

Paris beguiled Helen by magically putting on the

aspect of Menelaus. There is a mediaeval parallel in

the story of Uther and Ygerne, mother of Arthur, and

the classical case of Zeus and Amphitryon is familiar.

Again, the blood-dripping ruby of Helen, in the tale,

is mentioned by Servius in his commentary on Virgil

(it was pointed out to one of the authors by Mr.

Mackail). But we did not know that the Star of the

story was actually called the "
Star-stone

"
in ancient

Greek fable. The many voices of Helen are alluded to

by Homer in the Odyssey : she was also named Echo, in

old tradition. To add that she could assume the aspect

of every man's first love was easy. Goethe introduces

the same quality in the fair witch of his Walpurgis

Nacht. A respectable portrait of Meriamun's secret

counsellor exists, in pottery, in the British Museum,

though, as it chances, it was not discovered by us

until after the publication of this romance. The
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Laestrygonian of the Last Battle is introduced as a

pre-historic Norseman. Mr. Gladstone, we think, was

perhaps the first to point out that the Laestrygonian s

of the Odyssey, with their home on a fiord in the

Land of the Midnight Sun, were probably derived

from travellers' tales of the North, borne with the

amber along the immemorial Sacred Way. The Magic

of Meriamun is in accordance with Egyptian ideas
;

her resuscitation of the dead woman, Hataska, has a

singular parallel in Reginald Scot's Discovery of Witch-

craft (1584), where the spell "by the silence of the

Night" is not without poetry. The general conception

of Helen as the World's Desire, Ideal Beauty, has

been dealt with by M. Paul de St. Victor, and Mr.

J. A. Symonds. For the rest, some details of battle,

and of wounds, which must seem very "un-Greek" to

critics ignorant of Greek literature, are borrowed from

Homer.

H. R. H.

A. L.
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COME with us, ye whose hearts are set

On this, the Present to forget ;

Come read the things whereof ye know

TJiev were not, and could not be so !

The murmur of the fallen creeds,

Like winds among wind-shaken reeds

Along the banks of holy Nile,

Shall echo in your ears the while
;

The fables of the North and South

Shall mingle in a modern mouth;

The fancies of the West and East

Shall flock and flit about the feast

Like doves that cooled, with waving wing,

The banquets of the Cyprian king.

Old shapes of song that do not die

Shall haunt the halls of memory,
And though the Bow shall prelude clear

Shrill as the song of Gunnar's spear,

There answer sobs from lute and lyre

That murmured of The World's Desire.

There lives no man but he hath seen

The World's Desire, the fairy queen.

None but hath seen her to his cost,

Not one but loves what he has lost.

None is there but hath heard her sing

Divinely through his wandering ;

Not one but he hath followed far

The portent of the Bleeding Star
;

Not one but he hath chanced to wake,
Dreamed of the Star and found the Snake.

Yet, through his dreams, a wandering fire.

Still, still she flits, THE WORLD'S DESIRE I



BOOK I.

CHAPTER I.

THE SILENT ISLE.

ACKOSS the wide backs

of the waves, beneath the

mountains, and between

the islands, a ship came

stealing from the dark

into the dusk, and from

the dusk into the dawn.

The ship had but one

mast, one broad brown

sail with a star em-

broidered on it in gold;

her stem and stern were

built high, and curved

like a bird's beak; her

prow was painted scarlet,

and she was driven by oars as well as by the western wind.

A man stood alone on the half-deck at the bows, a

man who looked always forward, through the night, and

the twilight, and the clear morning. He was of no

great stature, but broad-breasted and very wide-

shouldered, with many signs of strength. He had blue

eyes, and dark curled locks falling beneath a red cap

such as sailors wear, and over a purple cloak, fastened

with, a brooch of gold. There were threads of silver in

.his curls, and his beard was flecked with white. His

whole heart was following his eyes, watching first for
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the blaze of the island beacons out of the darkness,

and, later, for the smoke rising from the far-off hills.

But he watched in vain
;
there was neither light nor

smoke on the gray peak that lay clear against a field

of yellow sky.

There was no smoke, no fire, no sound of voices, nor

cry of birds. The isle was deadly still.

As they neared the coast, and neither heard nor saw

a sign of life, the man's face fell. The gladness went

out of his eyes, his features grew older with anxiety

and doubt, and with longing for tidings of his home.

No man ever loved his home more than he, for this

was Odysseus, the son of Laertes whom some call

Ulysses^returned from his unsung second wandering.

The whole world has heard the tale of his first voyage,

how he was tossed for ten years on the sea after the

taking of Troy, how he reached home at last, alone and

disguised as a beggar; how he found violence in his

house, how he slew his foes in his own hall, and won

his wife ngain. But even in his own country he was

not permitted to rest, for there was a curse upon him

and a labour to be accomplished. He must wander

again till he reached the land of men who had

never tasted salt, nor ever heard of the salt sea. There

he must sacrifice to the Sea-God, and then, at last, set

his face homewards. Now he had endured that curse,

he had fulfilled the prophecy, he had angered, by mis-

adventure, the Goddess who was his friend, and after

^/adventures that have never yet been told, he had

arrived within a bowshot of Ithaca.

He came from strange countries, from the Gates of
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the Sun and the White Rock, from the Passing Place

of Souls and the people of Dreams.

But he found his own isle more still and strange by far.

The realm of Dreams was not so dumb, the Gates of the

Sun were noi so still, as the shores of the familiar island

beneath the rising dawn.

This story, whereof the substance was set out long

ago by Rei, the instructed Egyptian priest, tells what

he found there, and the tale of the last adventures of

Odysseus, Laertes' son.

The ship ran on and won the well-known haven,

sheltered from wind by t\vo headlands of sheer cliff.

There she sailed straight in, till the leaves of the broad

olive tree at the head of the inlet were tangled in her

cordage. Then the Wanderer, without once looking

back, or saying one word of farewell to his crew, caught

a bough of the olive tree with his hand, and swung
himself ashore. Here he kneeled, and kissed the earth,

and, covering his head within his cloak, he prayed that

he might find his house at peace, his wife dear and

true, and his son worthy of him.

But not one word of his prayer was to be granted

The Gods give and take, but on the earth the Gods

cannot restore.

When he rose from his knees he glanced back across

the waters, but there was now no ship in the haven,

nor any sign of a sail upon the seas.

And still the land was silent
;
not even the wild birds

cried a welcome.

The sun was hardly up, men were scarce awake, the

Wanderer said to himself; and he set a stout hear*
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to the steep path leading up the hill, over the wolds,

and across the ridge of rock that divides the two masses

of the island. Up he climbed, purposing, as of old, to

seek the house of his faithful servant, the swineherd,

and learn from him the tidings of his home. On the

brow of a hill he stopped to rest, and looked down on

the house of the servant. But the strong oak palisade

was broken, no smoke came from the hole in the

thatched roof, and, as he approached, the dogs did not

run barking, as sheep-dogs do, at the stranger. The

very path to the house was overgrown, and dumb with

grass ;
even a dog's keen ears could scarcely have heard

a footstep.

The door of the swineherd's hut was open, but all

was dark within. The spiders had woven a glittering

web across the empty blackness, a sign that for many
days no man had entered. Then the Wanderer shouted

twice, and thrice, but the only answer was an echo from

the hill. He went in, hoping to find food, or perhaps a

spark of fire sheltered under the dry leaves. But all

was vacant and cold as death.

The Wanderer came forth into the warm sunlight,o '

set his face to the hill again, and went on his way to

the city of Ithaca.

He saw the sea from the hill-top glittering as of yore,

but there were no brown sails of fisher-boats on the sea.

All the land that should now have waved with the

white corn was green with tangled weeds. Half-way
down the rugged path was a grove of alders, and the

basin into which water flowed from the old fountain of

the Nymphs. But no maidens were there with their
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that glittered in the heap, and he touched it with the

end of the staff he had in his hand. It slid jingling

from the heap ;
it was a bone of a fore-arm, and that

which glittered on it was a half-molten ring of gold.

On the gold these characters were engraved :

IKMAAIOS MEDOIE2EN.

(Icmalios made me.)

'THEN HIS STRENGTH WAS SHAKEN WITH SOBBING.'

At the sight of the armlet the Wanderer fell on the

earth, grovelling among the ashes of the pyre, for he

knew the gold ring which he had brought from Ephyre

long ago, for a gift to his wife Penelope. This was the

bracelet of the bride of his youth, and here, a mockery
and a terror, were those kind arms in which he had

lain. Then his strength was shaken with sobbing,
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and his hands clutched blindly before him, and he

gathered dust and cast it upon his head till the dark

locks were denied with the ashes of his dearest, and he

longed to die.

There he lay, biting his hands for sorrow, and for

wrath against God and Fate. There he lay while the

sun in the heavens smote him, and he knew it not
;

while the wind of the sunset stirred in his hair, and he

stirred not. He could not even shed one tear, for this

was the sorest of all the sorrows that he had known

on the waves of the sea, or on land among the wars

of men.

The sun fell and the ways were darkened. Slowly

the eastern sky grew silver with the moon. A night-

fowl's voice was heard from afar, it drew nearer
;
then

through the shadow of the pyre the black wings flut-

tered into the light, and the carrion bird fixed its talons

and its beak on the Wanderer's neck. Then he moved

at length, tossed up an arm, and caught the bird of

darkness by the neck, and broke it, and dashed it on

the ground. His sick heart was mad with the little

sudden pain, and he clutched for the knife in his girdle

that he might slay himself, but he was unarmed. At

last he rose, muttering, and stood in the moonlight, like

a lion in some ruinous palace of forgotten kings. He

was faint with hunger and weak with long lamenting,

as he stepped within his own doors. There he paused

on that high threshold of stone where once he had sat

in the disguise of a beggar, that very threshold whence,

on another day, he had shot the shafts of doom among
the wooers of his wife and the wasters of his home.
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But now his wife was dead : all his voyaging was ended

here, and all his wars were vain. In the white light

the house of his kingship was no more than the ghost

of a home, dreadful, unfamiliar, empty of warmth and

love and light. The tables were fallen here and there

through the long hall
; mouldering bones, from the

funeral feast, and shattered cups and dishes lay in one

confusion; the ivory chairs were broken, and on the

walls the moonbeams glistened now and again from

points of steel and blades of bronze, though many
swords were dark with rust.

But there, in its gleaming case, lay one thing friendly

and familiar. There lay the Bow of Eiirvtus. the bow

for which great Heracles had slain his own host in

his halls; the dreadful bow that no mortal man but

the Wanderer could bend. He was never used to carry

this precious bow with him on shipboard, when he went

to the wars, but treasured it at home, the memorial

of a dear friend foully slain. So now, when the voices

of dog, and slave, and child, and wife were mute, there

yet came out of the stillness a word of welcome to the

Wanderer. For this bow, which had thrilled in the

grip of a god, and had scattered the shafts of the

vengeance of Heracles, was wondrously made and

magical. A spirit dwelt within it which knew of

things to! come, which boded the battle from afar, and

therefore always before the slaying of men the bow

sang, strangely through the night. The voice of it was

thin..'and! shrill, a ringing and a singing of the strino-

and:af.t;he/b6.w. While the Wanderer stood and looked

on his .weapon, hark! the bow began to thrill ! The
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sound was faint at first, a thin note, but as he listened

the voice of it in that silence grew clear, strong, angry,

and triumphant. In his ears and to his heart it seemed

that the wordless chant rang thus-

Keen and low
Doth the arrow sing

The Song of the Bow,
The sound of the string.

The shafts cry shrill :

Let us forth again,
Let us feed our fill

On the flesL of men.

Greedy and fleet

Do we fly from far,

Like the birds that meet
For the ft-ast of war,

Till the air of fight
With our wings be stirred,

As it whirrs from the flight
Of the ravening bird.

Like the flakes that drift

On the snow-wind's breath,

Many and swift,
And winged for death

Greedy and fleet,

Do we speed from far,

Like the birds that meet
On the bridge of war.

Fleet as ghosts that wail,
When the dart strikes true,

Do the swift shafts hail,
Till they drink warm dew.

Keen and low
Do the gray shafts sing

The Song of the Bow,
The sound of the string.

This was the message of Death, and this was the first

sound that had broken the stillness of his home.

At the welcome of this music which spoke to his heart

this music he had heard so many a time the Wan-
derer knew that there was war at hand. He knew that

the wings of his arrows should be swift to fly, and their
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beaks of bronze were whetted to drink the blood of

men. He put out his hand and took the bow, and tried

the string, and it answered shrill as the song of the

swallow.

Then at length, when he heard the bowstring twang
to his touch, the fountains of his sorrow were unsealed

;

tears came like soft rains on a frozen land, and the

Wanderer wept.

When he had his fill of weeping, he rose, for hunger
drove him hunger that is of all things the most shame-

less, being stronger far than sorrow, or love, or any other

desire. The Wanderer found his way through the

narrow door behind the dais, and stumbling now and

again over fallen fragments of the home which he

himself had built, he went to the inner, secret store-

house. Even he, could scarcely find the door, for sap-

lings of trees had grown up about it
; yet he found it at

last. Within the holy well the water was yet babbling
and shining in the moonlight over the silver sands

;
and

here, too. there was store of mouldering grain, for

the house had been abundantly rich when the great

plague fell upon the people while he was far away.
So he found food to satisfy his hunger, after a sort,

and next he gathered together out of his treasure-chest

/the beautiful golden armour of unhappy Paris, son of

/ Priam, the false love of fair Helen. These arms had
1 been taken at the sack of Troy, and had lain long in

Uhe treasury of Menelaus in Sparta ; but on a day he

had given them to Odysseus, the dearest of all his

guests. The Wanderer clad himself in this golden

gear, and took the sword called *

Euryalus's Gift/ a



THE SILENT ISLE. 13

bronze blade with a silver hilt, and a sheath of ivory,

which a stranger had given him in a far-off land.

Already the love of life had come back to him, now

that he had eaten and drunk, and had heard the Song
of the Bow, the Slayer of Men. He lived yet, and

hope lived in him though his house was desolate, and

his wedded wife was dead, and there was none to

give him tidings of his one child, Telemachus. Even

so life beat strong in his heart, and his hands would

keep his head if any sea-robbers had come to the city of

Ithaca and made their home there, like hawks in the

forsaken nest of an eagle of the sea. So he clad himself

in his armour, and chose out two spears from a stand of

lances, and cleaned them, and girt about his shoulders a

quiver full of shafts, and took in hand his great bow,

the Bow of Eurytus, which no other man could bend.

Then he went forth from the ruined house into the

moonlight, went forth for the last time
;
for never again^

did the high roof echo to the footstep of its lord. Long
has the grass grown over it, and the sea-wind wailed !



CHAPTER II.

THE VISION OF THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

THE fragrant night was clear and still, the silence

scarce broken by the lapping of the waves, as the

Wanderer went down from his fallen home to the city

on the sea, walking warily, and watching for any light

from the houses of the people. But they were all as

dark as his own, many of them roofless and ruined, for,

after the plague, an earthquake had smitten the city.

There were gaping chasms in the road, here and there,

and through rifts in the walls of the houses the moon

shone strangely, making ragged shadows. At last the

Wanderer reached the Temple of Athene, the Goddess

of War; but the roof had fallen in, the pillars were

overset, and the scent of wild thyme growing in the

broken pavement rose where he walked. Yet, as he

stood by the door of the fane, where he had burned so

many a sacrifice, at length he spied a light blazing from

the windows of a great chapel by the sea. It was the

Templo of Aphrodite, the Queen of Love, and from the

open door a sweet savour of incense and a golden

blaze rushed forth till they were lost in the silver of

the moonshine and in the salt smell of the sea. Thither
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the Wanderer went slowly, for his limbs were swaying

with weariness, and he was half in a dream. Yet he

hid himself cunningly in the shadow of a long avenue

of myrtles, for he guessed that sea-robbers were keeping

revel in the forsaken shrine. But he heard no sound

of singing and no tread of dancing feet within the fane

of the Goddess of Love
;
the sacred plot of the goddess

and her chapels were silent. He hearkened awhile, and

watched, till at last he took courage, drew near the

doors, and entered the holy place. But in the tall,

bronze braziers there were no faggots burning, nor were

there torches lighted in 'the hands of the golden men

and maids, the images that stand within the fane of

Aphrodite. Yet, if he did not dream, nor take moon-

light for fire, the temple was bathed in showers of gold

by a splendour of flame. None might see its centre nor

its fountain
;

it sprang neither from the altar nor the

statue of the goddess, but was everywhere imminent,

a glory not of this world, a fire untended and unlit.

And the painted walls with the stories of the loves of

men and gods, and the carven pillars and the beams,

and the roof of green, were bright with flaming fke !

At this the Wanderer was afraid, knowing that an

Immortal was at hand
;
for the comings and the goings

of the gods were attended, as he had seen, by this

wonderful light of unearthly fire. So he bowed his

head, and hid his face as he sat by the altar in the

holiest of the holy shrine, and with his right hand he

grasped the horns of the altar. As he sat there,

perchance he woke, and perchance he slept. How-

ever it was, it seemed to him that soon there came a

c



1 6 THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

murmuring and a whispering of the myrtle leaves and

laurels, and a sound in the tops of the pines, and then

his face was fanned by a breath more cold than the

wind that wakes the dawn. At the touch of this breath

the Wanderer shuddered, and the hair on his flesh stood

up, so cold was the strange wind.

There was silence; and he heard a voice, and he

knew that it was the voice of no mortal, but of a

goddess. For the speech of goddesses was not strange

in his ears; he knew the clarion cry of Athene, the

Queen of Wisdom and of War
;
and the winning words

of Circe
;
the Daughter of the 'Sun, and the sweet song

of Calypso's voice as she wove with her golden shuttle

at the loom. But now the words came sweeter than

the moaning of doves, more soft than sleep. So came

the golden voice, whether he woke or whether he

dreamed.
'

Odysseus, thou knowest me not, nor am I thy lady,

nor hast thou ever been my servant ! Where is she,

the Queen of the Air, Athene, and why comest thou

here as a suppliant at the knees of the daughter of

Dione?'

He answered nothing, but he bowed his head in

deeper sorrow.

The voice spake again :

'Behold, thy house is desolate; thy hearth is cold.

The wild hare breeds on thy hearthstone, and the night-'

bird roosts beneath thy roof-tree. Thou hast neither

child nor wife nor native land, and she hath forsaken

thee thy Lady Athene. Many a time didst thou

sacrifice to her the thighs of kine and sheep, but didst
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thou ever give so much as a pair of doves to me ? Hath

she left thee, as the Dawn forsook Tithonus, because

there are now threads of silver in the darkness of thy

hair ? Is the wise goddess fickle as a nymph of the

woodland or the wells ? Doth she love a man only for

the bloom of his youth ? Nay, I know not
;
but this

I know, that on thee, Odysseus, old age will soon be

hastening old age that is pitiless, and ruinous, and

weary, and weak age that cometh on all men, and that

is hateful to the Gods. Therefore, Odysseus, ere yet it

be too late, I would bow even thee to my will, and hold

thee for my thrall. For I am she who conquers all

things living : Gods and beasts and men. And hast

thou thought that thou only shalt escape Aphrodite ?

Thou that hast never loved as I would have men love
;

thou that hast never obeyed me for an hour, nor ever

known the joy and the sorrow that are mine to give ?

For thou didst but endure the caresses of Circe, the

Daughter of the Sun, and thou wert aweary in the arms

of Calypso, and the Sea King's daughter came never to

her longing. As for her who is dead, thy dear wife

Penelope, thou didst love her with a loyal heart, but

never with a heart of fire. Nay, she was but thy

companion, thy house- wife, and the mother of thy

child. * She was mingled with all thy memories of the

land thou lovest, and so thou gavest her a little love.

But she is dead
;
and thy child too is no more

;
and

thy very country is as the ashes of a forsaken hearth

where once was a camp of men. What have all thy

wars and wanderings won for thee, all thy labours, and

all the adventures thou hast achieved ? For what
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didst thou seek among the living and the dead ? Thou

soughtest that which all men seek thou soughtest The

World's Desire. The}
7 find it not, nor hast thou found

it, Odysseus ;
and thy friends are dead

; thy land is

dead; nothing lives but Hope. But the life that lies

before thee is new, without a remnant of the old days,

except for the bitterness of longing and remembrance.

Out of this new life, and the unborn hours, wilt thou

not give, what never before thou gavest, one hour to

me, to be my servant ?
'

The voice, as it seemed, grew softer and came nearer,

till the Wanderer heard it whisper in his very ear, and

with the voice came a divine fragrance. The breath of

her who spoke seemed to touch his neck
;
the immortal

tresses of the Goddess were mingled with the dark curls

of his hair.

The voice spake again :

'Nay, Odysseus, didst thou not once give me one

little hour? Fear not, for thou shalt not see me at

this time, but lift thy head and look on The World's

Desire !

'

Then the Wanderer lifted his head, and he saw, as it

were in a picture or in a mirror of bronze, the vision of

a girl. She was more than mortal tall, and though still

in the first flower of youth, and almost a child in years,

she seemed fair as a goddess, and so beautiful that

Aphrodite herself may perchance have envied this

loveliness. She was slim and gracious as a young shoot

of a palm tree, and her eyes were fearless and innocent

as a child's. On her head she bore a shining urn of

bronze, as if she were bringing water from the wells,



THE VISION OF THE WORLD'S DESIRE. 19

and behind her was the foliage of a plane tree. Then

the Wanderer knew her, and saw her once again as he

had seen her, when in his boyhood he had journeyed to

the Court of her father, King Tyndareus. For, as he

entered Sparta, and came down the hill Taygetus, and

as his chariot wheels flashed through the ford of

Eurotas, he had met her there on her way from the

river. There, in his youth, his eyes had gazed on the

loveliness of Helen, and his heart had been filled with

the desire of the fairest of women, and like all the

princes of Achaia he had sought her hand in marriage.

But Helen was given to another man, to Menelaus,

Atreus' son, of an_jevil house, that the knees of many

might be loosened in death, and that there might be

a song in the ears of men in after time.

As he beheld the vision of young Helen, the

Wanderer too grew young again. But as he gazed

with the eyes and loved with the first} love of a boy, she

melted like a mist, and out of the mist came another

vision. He saw himself, disguised as a beggar, beaten

and bruised, yet seated in a long hall bright with gold,

while a woman bathed his feet, and anointed his head

with oil. And the face of the woman was the face of

the maiden, and even more beautiful, but sad with grief

and with an ancient shame. Then he remembered how

once he had stolen into Troy town from the camp of

the Achseans, and how he had crept in a beggar's rags

within the house of Priam to spy upon the Trojans, and

how Helen, the fairest of women, had bathed him, and

anointed him with oil, and suffered him to go in peace,

all for the memory of the love that was between them
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of old. As he gazed, that picture faded and melted in

the mist, and again he bowed his head, and kneeled by

the golden altar of the Goddess, crying :

'Where beneath the sunlight dwells the golden

Helen ?
'

For now he had only one desire : to look on

Helen again before he died.

Then the voice of the Goddess seemed to whisper in

his ear :

' Did I not say truth, Odysseus ? Wast not thou

my servant for one hour, and did not Love save thee

in the city of the Trojans on that night when even

Wisdom was of no avail ?
'

He answered :

'

Yea, Queen !

'

'Behold, then/ said the voice, 'I would again have

mercy and be kind to thee, for if I aid thee not thou

hast no more life left among men. Home, and kindred,

and native land thou hast none
; and, but for me, thou

must devour thine own heart and be lonely till thou

diest. Therefore I breathe into thy heart a sweet forget-

fulness of every sorrow, and I breathe love into thee for

her who was thy first love in the beginning of thy days.

'For Helen is living yet upon the earth. And I

will send thee on the quest of Helen, and thou shalt

again take joy in war and wandering. Thou shalt

find her in a strange land, among a strange people, in a

strife of gods and men
;
and the wisest and bravest of

men shall sleep at last in the arms of the fairest of

women. But learn this, Odysseus; thou must set thy
heart on no other woman, but only on Helen.

' And I give thee a sign to know her by in a land of

magic, and among women that deal in sorceries.
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' On the breast of Helen a jewel shines, a great star-

stone, the gift I gave her on her wedding-night ivhen she

was bride to Menelaus. From that stone fall red drops

like Hood, and they drip on her vestment, and there vanish,

and do not stain it.

'

By the Star of Love shalt thou know her
; by the

star shalt thou swear to her
;
and if thou knowest not

the portent of the Bleeding Star, or if thou breakest

that oath, never in this life, Odysseus, shalt thou win

the golden Helen ! And thine own death shall come

from the water the swiftest death that the saying of

the dead prophet may be fulfilled. Yet first shalt thou

lie in the arms of the golden Helen.'

The Wanderer answered :

'

Queen, how may this be, for I am alone on a sea-

girt isle, and I have no ship and no companions to

speed me over the great gulf of the sea ?
'

Then the voice answered :

' Fear not ! the gods can bring to pass even greater

things than these. Go from my house, and lie down to

sleep in my holy ground, within the noise of the wash

of the waves. There sleep, and take thy rest ! Thy

strength shall come back to thee, and before the setting

of the new sun thou shalt be sailing on the path to The

World's Desire. But first drink from the chalice on

my altar. Fare thee well !

'

The voice died into silence, like the dying of music.

The Wanderer awoke and lifted his head, but the light

had faded, and the temple was gray in the first waking
of the dawn. Yet there, on the altar where no cup had

been, stood a deep chalice of gold, full of red wine to
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the brim. This the Wanderer lifted and drained a

draught of Nepenthe, the magic cup that puts trouble

out of mind. ^As^he drank, a wave of sweet hope went

over his heart, and buried far below it the sorrow of

remembrance, and the trouble of the past, and the

longing desire for loves that were no more.

With a light step he went forth like a younger man,

taking the two spears in his hand, and the bow upon
his back, and he lay down beneath a great rock that

looked toward the deep, and there he slept.



CHAPTER III.

THE SLAYING OF THE SIDONIANS.

MORNING broke in the East. A new day dawned

upon the silent sea, and on the world of light and sound.

The sunrise topped the hill at last, and fell upon the

golden raiment of the Wanderer where he slept, making
it blaze like living fire. As the sun touched him, the

prow of a black ship stole swiftly round the headland,

for the oarsmen drove her. well with the oars. Any
man who saw her would have known her to be a vessel

of the merchants of Sidon the most cunning people

and the greediest of gain for on her prow were two

big-headed shapes of dwarfs, with gaping mouths and

knotted limbs. Such gods as those were worshipped by
the Sidonians. She was now returning from Albion,

an isle beyond the pillars of Heracles and the gates of

the great sea, where much store of tin is found
;
and

she had rich merchandise on board. On the half-deck

beside the steersman was the captain, a thin, keen-eyed

sailor, who looked shoreward and saw the sun blaze on

the golden armour of the Wanderer. They were so far

off that he could not see clearly what it was that

glittered yellow, but all that glittered yellow was a lure
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for him, and gold drew him on as iron draws the hands

of heroes. So he bade the helmsman steer straight in,

for the sea was deep below the rock, and there they all

saw a man lying asleep in golden armour. They whis-

pered together, laughing silently, and then sprang ashore,

taking with them a rope of twisted ox-hide, a hawser of

the ship, and a strong cable of byblus, the papyrus

plant. On these ropes they cast a loop and a running

knot, a lasso for throwing, so that they might capture

the man in safety from a distance. With these in their

hands they crept up the cliff, for their purpose was to

noose the man in golden armour, and drag him on

board their vessel, and carry him to the mouth of the

river of Egypt, and there sell him for a slave to the King.

For the Sidonians, who were greedy of everything, loved

nothing better than to catch free men and women, who

might be purchased, by mere force or guile, and then be

sold again for gold and silver and cattle. Many kings'

sons had thus been captured by them, and had seen the

day of slavery in Babylon, or Tyre, or Egyptian Thebes,

and had died sadly, far from the Argive land.

So the Sidonians went round warily, and, creeping in

silence over the short grass and thyme towards the

Wanderer, were soon as near him as a child could throw

a stone. Like shepherds who seek to net a sleeping

lion, they came cunningly; yet not so cunningly but

that the Wanderer heard them through his dreams, and

turned and sat up, looking around him half awake.

But as he woke the noose fell about his neck and over

his arms, and they drew it hard, and threw him on his

back. Before they could touch him he was on his feet
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again, crying his war-cry terribly, the cry that shook

the towers of Ilium, and he rushed upon them, clutch-

ing at his sword hilt. The men who were nearest him

and had hold of the rope let it fall from their hands

and fled, but the others swung behind him, and dragged

with all their force. If his arms had been free so that

he might draw his sword, it would have gone ill with

them, many as they were, for the Sidonians have no

stomach for sword blades
;
but his arms were held in

the noose. Yet they did not easily master him
; but,

as those who had fled came back, and they all laid

hands on the rope together, they overpowered him by

main force at last, and hauled him, step by step, till he

stumbled on a rock and fell. Then they rushed at him,

and threw themselves all upon his body, and bound

him with ropes in cunning sailor knots. But the booty

was dearly won, and they did not all return alive
;

for

he crushed one man with his knees till the breath left

him, and the thigh of another he broke with a blow of

his foot.

But at last his strength was spent, and they had him

like a bird in a snare
; so, by might and main, they

bore him to their ship, and threw him down on the

fore-deck of the vessel. There they mocked him, though

they were half afraid
;
for even now he was terrible.

Then they hauled up the sail again and sat down to the

oars. The wind blew fair for the mouth of the Nile

and the slave-market of Egypt. -The wind was fair,

and their hearts were light, for they had been among
the first of their people to deal with the wild tribes of

the island Albion, and had bought tin and gold for
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African sea shells and rude glass beads from Egypt.

And now, near the very end of their adventure, they

had caught a man whose armour and whose body were

worth a king's ransom. It was a lucky voyage, they

said, and the wind was fair !

The rest of the journey was long, but in well-known

waters. They passed by Cephalonia and the rock of

JCgilips, and wooded Zacynthus, and Same", and of all

those isles he was the lord, whom they were now selling

into captivity. But he lay still, breathing heavity, and

he stirred but once that was when they neared

Zacynthus. Then he strained his head round with a

mighty strain, and he saw the sun go down upon the

heights of rocky Ithaca, for that last time of all.

So the swift ship ran along the coast, slipping by

forgotten towns. Past the Echinean isles, and the

EJian shore, and pleasant Eirene they sped, and it was

dusk ere they reached Dorion. Deep night had fallen

when they ran by Pylos ;
and the light of the fires in

the hall of Pisistratus, the son of Nestor the Old, shone

out across the sandy sea-coast and the sea. But when

they were come near Malea, the southernmost point of

land, where two seas meet, there the storm snatched

them, and drove them ever southwards, beyond Crete,

towards the mouth of the Nile. They scudded long

before the storm-wind, losing their reckoning, and rush-

ing by island temples that showed like ghosts through
the mist, and past havens which they could not. win.

On they fled, and the men would gladly have lightened

the ship by casting the cargo overboard
;

but the

captain watched the hatches with a sword and two
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bronze-tipped spears in his hand. He would sink or

swim with the ship; he would go down with his

treasure, or reach Sidon, the City of Flowers, and build a

white house among the palms by the waters of Bostren,

and never try the sea again.

So he swore
;
and he would not let them cast the

Wanderer overboard, as they desired, because he had

brought bad luck.
' He shall bring a good price in

Tanis/ cried the captain. And at last the storm

abated, and the Sidonians took heart, and were glad

like men escaped from death; so they sacrificed and

poured forth wine before the dwarf-gods on the prow of

their vessel, and burned incense on their little altar.

In their mirth, and to mock the Wanderer, they hung
his sword and his shield against the mast, and his

quiver and his bow they arrayed in the fashion of a

trophy ;
and they mocked him, believing that he knew

no word of their speech. But he knew it well, as he

knew the speech of the people of Egypt; for he had

seen the cities of many men, and had spoken with

captains and mercenaries from many a land in the

great wars.

The Sidonians, however, jibed and spoke freely before

him, saying how they were bound for the rich city of

Tanis, on the banks of the River of Egypt, and how the

captain was minded to pay his toll to Pharaoh with the

body and the armour of the Wanderer. That he might
seem the comelicr, and a gift more fit for a king, the

sailors slackened his bonds a little, and brought him

dried meat and wine, and he ate till his strength

returned to him. Then he entreated them by signs to
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loosen the cord that bound his legs; for indeed his

limbs were dead through the strength of the bonds,

and his armour was eating into his flesh. At his prayer

they took some pity of him and loosened his bonds

again, and he lay upon his back, moving his legs to and

fro till his strength came back.

So they sailed southward ever, through smooth

waters and past the islands that lie like water-lilies in

the midland sea. Many a strange sight they saw:

vessels bearing slaves, whose sighing might be heard

above the sighing of wind and water young men and

maidens of Ionia and Achaia, stolen by slave-traders

into bondage; now they would touch at the white

havens of a peaceful city ;
and again they would watch

a smoke on the sea-line all day, rising black into the

heavens; but by nightfall the smoke would change to

a great roaring fire from the beacons of a beleaguered

island town; the fire would blaze on t}ie masts of

the ships of the besiegers, and show blood-red on

their sails, and glitter on the gilded shields that lined

the bulwarks of the ships. But the Sidonians sped

on till, one night, they anchored off a little isle that

lies over against the mouth of the Nile. Beneath this

isle they moored the ship, and slept, most of them,

ashore.

Then the Wanderer began to plot a way to escape,

though the enterprise seemed desperate enough. He
was lying in the darkness of the hold, sleepless and

sore with his bonds, while his guard watched under an

awning in the moonlight on the deck. They dreamed

so little of his escaping that they visited him only by
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watches, now and again; and, as it chanced, the man

whose turn it was to see that all was well fell asleep.

Many a thought went through the prisoner's mind, and

now it seemed to him that the vision of the Goddess

was only a vision of sleep, which came, as they said,

through the false Gates of Ivory, and not through the

Gates of Horn. So he was to live in slavery after all, a

king no longer, but a captive, toiling in the Egyptian

mines of Sinai, or a soldier at a palace gate, till he died.

Thus he brooded, till out of the stillness came a thin,

faint, thrilling sound from the bow that hung against

the mast over his head, the bow that he never thought

to string again. There was a noise of a singing of the

bow and of the string, and the wordless song shaped

itself thus in the heart of the Wanderer :

Lo ! the hour is nigh
And the time to smite,

When the foe shall fly

From the arrow's flight !

Let the bronze bite deep !

Let the war-birds fly

Upon them that sleep

And are ripe to die !

Shrill and low

Do the gray shafts s.'ng

The Song of the Bow,
The sound of the string !

Then the low music died into the silence, and the

Wanderer knew that the next sun would not set on the

day of slavery, and that his revenge was near. His

bonds would be no barrier to his vengeance ; they would

break like burnt tow, he knew, in the fire of his anger.
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Long since, in his old days of wandering, Calypso, his

love, had taught him in the summer leisure of her sea-

girt isle how to tie knots that no man could untie, and

to undo all the knots that men can bind. He remem-

bered this lesson in the night when the bow sang of war.

So he thought no more of sleeping, but cunningly and

swiftly unknotted all the cords and the bonds which

bound him to a bar of iron in the hold. He might

have escaped now, perhaps, if he had stolen on deck

without waking the guards, dived thence and swam

under water towards the island, where he might have

hidden himself in the bush. But he desired revenge

no less than freedom, and had set his heart on coming
in a ship of his own, and with all the great treasure of

the Sidoriians, before the Egyptian King.

With this in his mind, he did not throw off the cords,

but let them lie on his arms and legs and about his

body, as if they were still tied fast. But he fought

against sleep, lest in moving when he woke he might
reveal the trick, and be bound again. So he lay and

waited, and in the morning the sailors came on board,

and mocked at him again. In his mirth one of the

men took a dish of meat and of lentils, and set it

a little out of the Wanderer's reach as he lay bound,

and said in the Phoenician tongue :o
'

Mighty lord, art thou some god of Javan
'

(for so

the Sidonians called the Achaaans), 'and wilt thou

deign to taste our sacrifice ? Is not the savour sweet in

the nostrils of my lord ? Why will he not put forth his

hand to touch our offering ?
'

Then the heart of Odysseus muttered sullenly within
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him, in wrath at the insolence of the man. But he

constrained himself and smiled, and said:

Wilt thou not bring the mess a very little nearer,

my friend, that I may smell the sweet incense of the

sacrifice ?
'

They were amazed when they heard him speak in

their own tongue ;
but he who held the dish brought it

nearer, like a man that angers a dog, now offering the

meat, and now taking it away.

So soon as the man was within reach, the Wanderer

sprang out, the loosened bonds falling afc his feet, and

smote the sailor beneath the ear with his clenched fist.

The blow was so fierce, for all his anger went into it,

that it crushed the bone, and drove the man against

the mast of the ship so that the strong mast shook.

Where he fell, there he lay, his feet kicking the floor of

the hold in his death-pain.

Then the Wanderer snatched from the mast his bow

and his short sword, slung the' quiver about his

shoulders, and ran on to the raised decking of the

prow.

The bulwarks of the deck were high, and the vessel

was narrow, and before the sailors could stir for amaze-

ment the Wanderer had taken his stand behind the

little altar and the dwarf-gods. Here he stood with an

arrow on the string, and the bow drawn to his ear, look-

ing about him terribly.

Now panic and dread came on the Sidonians when

they saw him standing thus, and one of the sailors

cried :

' Alas ! what god have we taken and bound ? Our
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ship may not contain him. Surely he is Resef Mikal,

the God of the Bow, whom they of Javan call Apollo.

Nay, let us land him on the isle and come not to blows

with him, but entreat his mercy, lest he rouse the

waves and the winds against us/

But the captain of the ship of the Sidonians

cried :

' Not so, ye knaves ! Have at him, for he is no god;

hut a mortal man
;
and his armour is worth many a

yoke of oxen !

'

Then ho bade some of them climb the decking at the

further end of the ship, arid throw spears at him thence;

and he called others to bring up one of the long spears

and charge him with that. Now these wore huge

pikes, that were wielded by five or six men at once,

and no armour could withstand them
; they were used

in the fights to drive back boarders, and to ward off

attacks on ships which were beached on shore in the

sieges of towns.

The men whom the captain appointed little liked the

task, for the long spears were laid on trossels along the

bulwarks, and to reach them and unship them it was

needful to come within range of the bow. But the

sailors on the further deck threw all their spears at

once, while five men leaped on the deck where the

Wanderer stood. Ho loosed the bowstring and the

shaft sped on its way ; again he drew and loosed, and

now two of them had fallen beneath his arrows, and one

was struck by a chance blow from a spear thrown from

the further deck, and the other two leaped back into

the hold.
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Then tho Wanderer shouted from the high decking

of the prow in the speech of tho Sidouians :

' Yo dogs, yo have sailed on your latest sea-faring,

and never again shall yo bring tho hour of slavery on

any man.'

So he cried, and the sailors gathered together in tho

hold, and took counsel how they should deal with him.

But meanwhile the bow was not silent, and of those on

tho hinder deck who were casting spears, one dropped

and the others quickly fled to their follows below, for

on the dock they had no cover.

The sun was now well risen, and shone on tho

Wanderer's golden mail, as he stood alono on the

docking, with his bow drawn. The sun shone, thcro

was silence, the ship swung to her anchor
;
and still he

waited, looking down, his arrow pointing at the level of

the deck to shoot at the first head which rose above tho

planking. Suddenly there came a rush of men on to

.the further docking, and certain of them tore tho

shields that lined tho bulwarks from their pins, and

threw them down to thoso who wore below, while others

cast a shower of spears at tho Wanderer. Some of tho

spears he avoided; others leaped back from his mail;

others stood last in I, IK- allar and in tin; Itndic.-i of l,h<>

dwarf-gods; while he answered with an arrow that did

not miss its aim. But his eyes wcro always watching

most keenly the hatches nearest him, whence a gang-

way ran down to the lower part of the ship, where tho

oarsmen sat
;
for only thence could they make a rush

on him. As ho watched and drew an arrow from tho

quiver on his shoulder, lie felt, as it wore, a shadow
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between him and the deck, lie glanced up quickly,

and there, on the yard above his head, a man, who had

climbed the mast from behind, was creeping down

to drop on him from above. Then the Wanderer

snatched a short spear and cast it at the man. The

spear sped quicker than a thought, and pinned his two

hands to the yard so that he hung there helpless,

shrieking to his friends. But the arrows of the Wan-

derer kept raining on the men who stood on the further

deck, and presently some of them, too, leaped down in

terror, crying that he was a god and not a man, while

others threw themselves into the sea, and swam for the

island.

Then the Wanderer himself waited no longer, seeing

them all amazed, but he drew his sword and leaped

down among them with a cry like a sea-eagle swooping

on seamews in the crevice of a rock. To right and left

he smote with the short sword, making a havoc and

sparing none, for the sword ravened in his hand. And

some fell over the benches and oars, but such of the

sailors as could flee rushed up the gangway into the

farther deck, and thence sprang overboard, while those

who had not the luck to flee fell where they stood, and

scarcely struck a blow. Only the captain of the ship,

knowing that all was lost, turned and threw a spear in

the Wanderer's face. But he watched the flash of the

bronze and stooped his head, so that the spear struck

only the golden helm and pierced it through, but

scarcely grazed his head. Now the Wanderer sprang

on the Sidonian captain, and smote him with the flat

of his sword so that he fell senseless on the deck, and
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then he bound him hand and foot with cords as he

himself had been bound, and made him fast to the iron

bar in the hold. Next he gathered up the dead in his

mighty arms, and set them against the bulwarks of the

fore-deck harvesting the fruits of War. Above the

deck the man who had crept along the yard was

hanging by his two hands which the spear had pinned

together to the yard.
' Art thou there, friend ?

'

cried the Wanderer,

mocking him. 'Hast thou chosen to stay with me
rather than go with thy friends, or seek new service ?

Nay, then, as thou art so staunch, abide there and keep
a good look-out for the river mouth and the market

where thou shalt sell me for a great price.' So he

spoke, but the man was already dead of pain and fear.

Then the Wanderer unbuckled his golden armour,

which clanged upon the deck, and drew fresh water

from the hold to cleanse himself, for he was stained like

a lion that has devoured an ox. Next, with a golden

comb he combed his long dark curls, and he gathered his

arrows out of the bodies of the dead, and out of the

thwarts and the sides of the ship, cleansed them, and

laid them back in the quiver. When all this was ended

he put on his armour again ;
but strong as he was, he

could not tear the spear from the helm without breaking

the gold; so he snapped the shaft and pat on the

helmet with the point of the javelin still fixed firm in

the crest, as Fate would have it so
;
and this was the

beginning of his sorrows. Next he ate meat and bread,

and drank wine, and poured forth some of the wine

before his gods. Lastly he dragged up the heavy stone
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with which the ship was moored, a stone heavier far,

they say, than two other men could lift. He took the

tiller in his hand
;
the steady north wind, the Etesian

wind, kept blowing in the sails, and he steered straight

southward for the mouths of the Nile.



CHAPTER IV.

THE BLOOD-RED SEA.

A HARD fight it had been and a long, and the

Wanderer was weary. He took the tiller of the ship in

his hand, and steered for the South and for the noonday

sun, which was now at his highest in the heavens. But

suddenly the bright light of the sky was darkened and

the air was filled with the rush, and the murmur, and

the winnowing of innumerable wings. It was as if all

the birds that have their homes and seek their food in

the great salt marsh of Cayster had risen from the

South and had flown over sea in one hour, for the

heaven was darkened with their flight, and loud with

the call of cranes and the whistling cry of the wild

ducks. So dark was the thick mass of flying fowl, that

a flight of swans shone snowy against the black cloud

of their wings. At the view of them the Wanderer

caught his bow eagerly into his hand and set an arrow

on the string, and, taking a careful aim at the white

wedge of birds, he shot a wild swan through the breast

as it swept high over the mast. Then, with all the

speed of its rush, the wild white swan flashed down

like lightning into the sea behind the ship. The
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Wanderer watched its fall, when, lo ! the water where

the dead swan fell splashed up as red as blood and all

afoam ! The long silver wings and snowy plumage

floated on the surface flecked with blood-red stains,

and the Wanderer marvelled as he bent over the

bulwarks and gazed steadily upon the sea. Then he

saw that the wide sea round the ship was covered, as

far as the eye could reach, as it were with a blood-red

scum. Hither and thither the red stain was tossed like

foam, yet beneath, where the deep wave divided, the

Wanderer saw that the streams of the sea were gray

and green below the crimson dye. As he watched he

saw, too, that the red froth was drifted always onward

from the South and from the mouth of the River of

Egypt, for behind the wake of the ship it was most red

of all, though he had not marked it while the battle

raged. But in front the colour grew thin, as if the stain

that the river washed down was all but spent. In his

heart the Wanderer thought, as any man must have

deemed, that on the banks of the River of Egypt there

had been some battle of great nations, and that the

War God had raged furiously, wherefore the holy river

as it ran forth stained all the sacred sea. Where war

was, there was his home, no other home had he now,

and all the more eagerly he steered right on to -see

what the Gods would send him. The flight of birds

was over and past ;
it was two hours after noon, the

light was high in the heaven, when, as he gazed, another

shadow fell on him, for the sun in mid-heaven grew

small, and red as blood. Slowly a mist rose up over it

from the South, a mist that was thin but as black as
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night. Beyond, to the southward, there was a bank of

cloud like a mountain wall, steep, and polished, and

black, tipped along the ragged crest with fire, and

opening ever and again with flashes of intolerable

splendour, while the bases were scrawled over with

lightning like a written scroll. Never had the

Wanderer in all his voyaging on the sea and on the

great River Oceanus that girdles the earth, and severs

the dead from the living men never had he beheld

such a darkness. Presently he came as it were within

the jaws of it, dark as a wolfs mouth, so dark that he

might not see the corpses on the deck, nor the mast,

nor the dead man swinging from the yard, nor the

captain of the Phoenicians who groaned aloud below,

praying to his gods. But in the wake of the ship there

was one break of clear blue sky on the horizon, in which

the little isle where he had slain the Sidonians might
be discerned far off, as bright and white as ivory.

Now, though he knew it not, the gates of his own^
world were closing behind the Wanderer for ever. To

the North, whence he came, lay the clear sky, and the

sunny capes and isles, and the airy mountains of the

Argive lands, white with the temples of familiar Gods.

But in face of him, to the South, whither he went, was

a cloud of darkness and a land of darkness itself. There

were things to befall more marvellous than are told in

any tale
;
there was to be a war of the peoples, and of

the Gods, the True Gods and the False, and there he

should find the last embraces of Love, the False Love

and the True.

Foreboding somewhat of the perils that lay in front,
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the Wanderer was tempted to shift his course and sail

back to the sunlight. But he was one that had never

turned his hand from the plough, nor his foot from the

path, and he thought that now his path was fore-

ordained. So he lashed the tiller with a rope, and

groped his way with his hands along the deck till he

reached the altar of the dwarf-gods, where the embers

of the sacrifice still were glowing faintly. Then with

his sword he cut some spear-shafts and broken arrows

into white chips, and with them he filled a little brazier,

and taking the seed of fire from the altar set light to it

from beneath. Presently the wood blazed up through

the noonday night, and the fire flickered and flared on

the faces of the dead men that lay about the deck,

rolling to larboard and to starboard, as the vessel

lurched, and the flame shone red on the golden armour

of the Wanderer.

Of all his voyages this was the strangest sea-faring, he

cruising alone, with a company of the dead, deep into

a darkness without measure or bound, to a land that

might not be descried. Strange gusts of sudden wind

blew him hither and thither. The breeze would rise

in a moment from any quarter, and die as suddenly as

it rose, and another wind would chase it over the

.chopping seas. He knew not if he sailed South or

North, he knew not how time passed, for there was no

sight of the sun. It was night without a dawn. Yet

his heart was glad, as if he had been a boy again, for

the old sorrows were forgotten, so potent was the

draught of the chalice of the Goddess, and so keen was

the delight of battle,
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'

Endure, my heart/ he cried, as often he had cried^

before, 'a worse thing than this thou hast endured,' and

he caught up a lyre of the dead Sidonians, and sang :

Though the light of the sun be hidden,
Though his race be run,

Though we sail in a sea forbidden
To the golden sun ;

Though we wander alone, unknowing,
Oh, heart of mine,

The path of the strange sea-going,
On the blood-red brine

;

Yet endure ! We shall not be shaken

By things worse than these
;

We have 'scaped, when our friends were taken,
On the unsailed seas ;

Worse deaths have we faced and fled from,
In the Cyclops' den,

When the floor of his cave ran red from
The blood of men ;

Worse griefs we have known undaunted,
Worse fates have fled

;

When the Isle that our long love haunted

Lay waste and dead !

So he was chanting when he descried, faint and far

off, a red glow cast up along the darkness like sunset

on the sky of the Under-world. For this light he steered,

and soon he saw two tall pillars of flame blazing beside

each other, with a narrow space of night between them.

He helmed the ship towards these, and when he came

near them they were like two mighty mountains of

wood burning far into heaven, and each was lofty as the

pyre that blazes over men slain in some red war, and

each pile roared and flared above a steep crag of smooth

black basalt, and between the burning mounds of fire

lay the flame-flecked water of a haven.

The ship neared the haven and the Wanderer saw,

moving like fireflies through the night, the lanterns in

the prows of boats, and from one of the boats a sailor
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hailed him in the speech of the people of Egypt, asking

him if he desired a pilot.

'

Yea/ he shouted. The boat drew near, and the pilot

came aboard, a torch in his hand ;
but when his eyes fell

on the dead men in the ship, and the horror hanging

from the yard, and the captain bound to the iron bar, and

above all, on the golden armour of the hero, and on the

spear-point fast in his helm, and on his terrible face, he

shrank back in dread, as if the God Osiris himself, in the

Ship of Death, had reached the harbour. But the

Wanderer bade him have no fear, telling him that he

came with much wealth and with a great gift for the

Pharaoh. The pilot, therefore, plucked up heart, and

took the helm, and between the two great hills of blazing

fire the vessel glided into the smooth waters of the River

of Egypt, the flames glittering on the Wanderer's mail as

he stood by the mast and chanted the Song of the Bow.

Then, by the counsel of the pilot, the vessel was steered

up the river towards the Temple of Heracles in Tanis,

where there is a sanctuary for strangers, and where no

man may harm them. But first, the dead Sidonians

were cast overboard into the great river, for the dead

bodies of men are an abomination to the Egyptians.

And as each body struck the water the Wanderer saw a

hateful sight, for the face of the river was lashed into

foam by the sudden leaping and rushing of huge four-

footed fish, or so the Wanderer deemed them. The

sound of the heavy plunging of the great water-beasts, as

they darted forth on the prey, smiting at each other with

their tails, and the gnashing of their jaws when they bit

too eagerly, and only harmed the air, and the leap of a
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greedy sharp snout from the waves, even before the dead

man cast from the ship had quite touched the water

these things were horrible to see and hear through the

blackness and by the firelight. A River of Death it

seemed, haunted by the horrors that are said to prey upon

the souls and bodies of the Dead. For the first time

the heart of the Wanderer died within him, at the

horror of the darkness and of this dread river and of the

water-beasts that dwelt within it. Then he remembered

how the birds had fled in terror from this place, and he

bethought him of the blood-red sea.

When the dead men were all cast overboard and the

river was once more still, the Wanderer spoke, sick at

heart, and inquired of the pilot why the sea had run so

red, and whether war was in the land, and why there was

night over all that country. The fellow answered that

there was no war, but peace, yet the land was strangely

plagued with frogs and locusts and lice in all their coasts,

the sacred River Sihor running red for three whole days,

and now, at last, for this the third day, darkness over all

the world. But as to the cause of these curses the pilot

knew nothing, being a plain man. Only the story went

among the people that the Gods were angry with Khem

(as they call Egypt), which indeed was easy to see, for

those things could come only from the Gods. But why

they were angered the pilot knew not, still it was com-

monly thought that the Divine Hathor, the Goddess of

Love, was wroth because of the worship given in Tanis

to one they called THE STRANGE HATHOR, a goddess or

awoman of wonderful beauty, whose Temple was in Tanis.

Concerning her the pilot said that many years ago, some
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thirty years, she had first appeared in the country,

coming none knew whence, and had been worshipped in

Tanis, and had again departed as mysteriously as she

came. But now she had once more chosen to appear

visible to men, strangely, and to dwell in her temple ;
and

the men who beheld her could do nothing but worship

her for her beauty. Whether she was a mortal woman

or a goddess the pilot did not know, only he thought that

she who dwells in Atarheclris, Hathor of Khem, the

Queen of Love, was angry with the strange Hathor, and

had sent the darkness and the plagues to punish them

who worshipped her. The people of the seaboard also

murmured that it would be well to pray the Strange

Hathor to depart out of their coasts, if she were a

goddess ;
and if she were a woman to stone her with

stones. But the people of Tanis vowed that they would

rather die, one and all, than do aught but adore the in-

comparable beauty of their strange Goddess. Others

again, held that two wizards, leaders of certain slaves of a

strange race, wanderers from the desert, settled in Tanis,

whom they called the Apura, caused all these sorrows by

art-magic. As if, forsooth, said the pilot, those barbarian

slaves were more powerful than all the priests of Egypt.

But for his part, the pilot knew nothing, only that if the

Divine Hathor were angry with the people of Tanis it

was hard that she must plague all the land of Khem.

So the pilot murmured, and his tale was none of the

shortest
;
but even as he spoke the darkness grew less

dark and the cloud lifted a little so that the shores of the

river might be seen in a green light like the light of

Hades, and presently the night was rolled up like a veil,
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and it was living noonday in the land of Khem. Then

all the noise of life broke forth in one moment, the kine

lowing, the wind swaying the feathery palms, the fish

splashing in the stream, men crying to each other from

the river banks, and the voice of multitudes of people in

every red temple praising Ra, their great God, whose

dwelling is the sun. The Wanderer, too, praised his own

' AND THEY SPED REJOICING IN THE SUNLIGHT.'

Gods, and gave thanks to Apollo, and to Helios Hyperion,

and to Aphrodite. And in the end the pilot brought the

ship to the quay of a great city, and there a crew of oars-

men was hired, and they sped rejoicing in the sunlight,

through a canal dug by the hands of men, to Tanis and the

Sanctuary of Heracles, the Safety of Strangers. There

the ship was moored, there the Wanderer rested, having
a good welcome from the shaven priests of the temple.



CHAPTER V.

MERIAMUN THE QUEEN.

STRANGE news flies fast. It was not long before the

Pharaoh, who then was with his Court in Tanis, the

newly rebuilded city, heard how there had come to

Khem a man like a god, wearing golden armour, and

cruising alone in a ship of the dead. In these years the

white barbarians of the sea and of the isles were wont

to land in Egypt, to ravage the fields, carry women

captive, and fly again in their ships. Bat not one of

them had dared to sail in the armour of the Aquaiusha,

as the Egyptians named the Achaeans, right up the

river to the city of Pharaoh. The King, therefore, was

amazed at the story, and when he heard that the

stranger had taken sanctuary in the Temple of

Heracles, he sent instantly for his chief counsellor.

This was his Master Builder, who bore a high title in

the land, an ancient priest named Rei. He had served

through the long reign of the King's father, the divine

Rameses the Second, and he was beloved both of

Meneptah and of Meriamun his Queen. Him the

King charged to visit the Sanctuary and bring the

stranger before him. So Rei called for his mule, and

rode down to the Temple of Heracles beyond the walls.
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When Rei came thither, a priest went before him and

led him to the chamber where the warrior chanced to

be eating the lily bread of the land, and drinking the

wine of the Delta. He rose as Rei entered, and he was

still clad in his golden armour, for as yet he had not

any change of raiment. Beside him, on a bronze

tripod, lay his helmet, the Achaean helmet, with its two

horns and with the bronze spear-point still fast in the

gold.

The eyes of Rei the Priest fell on the helmet, and he

gazed so strangely at it that he scarcely heard the

Wanderer's salutation. At length he answered courte-

ously, but always his eyes wandered back to the broken

spear-point.
'

Is this thine, my son ?
'

he asked, taking it in his

hand, while his voice trembled.
'

It is my own,' said the Wanderer,
'

though the

spear-head in it was lent me of late, in return for

arrows not a few and certain sword-strokes/ and he

smiled.

The ancient priest bade the Temple servants retire,

and as they went they heard him murmuring a prayer.

'The Dead spoke truth/ he muttered, still gazing

from the helmet in his hand to the Wanderer
;

'

ay, the

Dead speak seldom, but they never lie.'

'

My son, thou hast eaten and drunk/ then said Rei

the Priest and Master Builder,
' and may an old man

ask whence thou earnest, where is thy native city, and,

who are thy parents ?
'

'

I come from Alybas/ answered the Wanderer, for

his own name was too widely known, and he loved, an,
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artful tale. 'I come from Alybas; I am the son of

Apheidas, son of Polypemon, and my own name is

Eperitus.'

'And wherefore comest thou here alone in a ship

of dead men, and with more treasure than a king's

ransom ?
'

'

It was men of Sidon who laboured and died for all

that cargo/ said the Wanderer ;

'

they voyaged far for

it, and toiled hard, but they lost it in an hour. For

they were not content with what they had, but made

me a prisoner as I lay asleep on the coast of Crete.

But the Gods gave me the upper hand of them, and I

bring their captain, and much white metal and many
swords and cups and beautiful woven stuffs, as a gift to

your King. And for thy courtesy, come with me, and

choose a gift for thyself/

Then he led the old man to the treasure-chambers of

the Temple, which was rich in the offerings of many

travellers, gold and turquoise and frankincense from

Sinai and Punt, great horns of carved ivory from the

unknown East and the South; bowls and baths of

silver from the Khita, who were the allies of Egypt.

But amidst all the wealth, the stranger's cargo made a

goodly show, and the old priest's eyes glittered as he

looked at it.

'Take thy choice, I pray thee/ said the Wanderer,
' the spoils of foemen are the share of friends.'

The priest would have refused, but the Wanderer

saw that he looked ever at a bowl of transparent amber,

from the far-off Northern seas, that was embossed with

curious figures of men and gods, and huge fishes, such
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as are unknown in the Midland waters. The Wanderer

put it into the hands of Rei.

'Thou shalt keep this/ he said, 'and pledge me in

wine from it when I am gone, in memory of a friend

and a guest/

Rei took the bowl, and thanked him, holding it up
to the light to admire the golden colour.

' We are always children/ he said, smiling gravely.
' See an old child whom thou hast made happy with a

toy. But we are men too soon again; the King bids

thee come with me before him. And, my son, if thou

wouldst please me more than by any gift, I pray thee

pluck that spear-head from thy helmet before thou

comest into the presence of the Queen/
' Pardon me/ said the Wanderer. '

I would not

harm my helmet by tearing it roughly out, and I have

no smith's tools here. The spear-point, my father, is a

witness to the truth of my tale, and for one day more,

or two, I must wear it/

Rei sighed, bowed his head, folded his hands, and

prayed to his God Amen, saying :

'0 Amen, in whose hand is the end of a matter,

lighten the burden of these sorrows, and let the vision

be easy of accomplishment, and I pray thee, O Amen,
fet thy hand be light on thy daughter Meriamun, the

y of Khem/

Then the old man led the Wanderer out, and bade

priests make ready a chariot for him; and so

ey went through Tanis to the Court of Meneptah.
hind them followed the priests, carrying gifts that

Wanderer had chosen from the treasures of th$
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Sidonians, and the miserable captain of the Sidoninns

was dragged along after them, bound to the hinder

part of a chariot. Through the gazing crowd they all

passed on to the Hall of Audience, where, between the

great pillars, sat Pharaoh on his golden throne. Beside

him, at his right hand, was Meriamun, the beautiful

Queen, who looked at the priests with weary eyes,

as if at a matter in which she had no concern. They
came in and beat the earth with their brows before

the King. First came the officers, leading the captain

of the Sidonians for a gift to Pharaoh, and the King
smiled graciously and accepted the slave.

Then came others, bearing the cups of gold fashioned

like the heads of lions and rams, and the swords with

pictures of wars and huntings etched on their blades in

many-coloured gold, and the necklets of amber from

the North, which the Wanderer had chosen as gifts for

Pharaoh's Queen and Pharaoh. He had silks, too, em-

broidered in gold, the needlework of Sidonian women,

and all these the Queen Meriamun touched to show

her acceptance of them, and smiled graciously and

wearily. But the covetous Sidonian groaned, when he

saw his wealth departing from him, the gains for which

he had hazarded his life in unsailed seas. Lastly,

Pharaoh bade them lead the Wanderer in before his

presence, and he came unhelmeted, in all his splendour,

the goodliest man that had ever been seen in Khem.

He was of no great height, but very great of girth, and

of strength unmatched, and with the face of one who

had seen what few have seen and lived. The beauty

of youth was gone from him, but his face had the
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comeliness of a warrior tried on sea and land
;
the eyes

were of a valour invincible, and no woman could see

him but she longed to be his love.

As he entered murmurs of amazement passed over

all the company, and all eyes were fixed on him, save

only the weary and wandering eyes of the listless

Meriamun. But when she chanced to lift her face, and

gaze on him, they who watch, the looks of kings and

queens saw her turn gray as the dead, and clutch with

her hand at her side. Pharaoh himself saw this though

he was not quick to mark what passed, and he asked

her if anything ailed her, but she answered :

'Nay, only methinks the air is sick with heat and

perfume. Greet thou this stranger/ But beneath
'

her robe her fingers were fretting all the while at the

golden fringes of her throne.

'

Welcome, thou Wanderer/ cried Pharaoh, in a

deep and heavy voice,
' welcome ! By what name art

|

thou named, and where dwell thy people, and what is

thy native land ?
'

Bowing low before Pharaoh, the Wanderer answered,

with a feigned tale, that his name was Eperitus of

Alybas, the son of Apheidas. The rest of the story, and

how he had been taken by the Sidonians, and how he

had smitten them on the seas, he told as he had told it

to Rei. And he displayed his helmet with the spear-

point fast in it. But when she saw this Meriamun rose

to her feet as if she would be gone, and then fell back

into her seat even paler than before.

'The Queen, help the Queen, she faints/ cried Rei

the Priest, whose eyes had never left her face. One of
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her ladies, a beautiful woman, ran to her, knelt before

her, and chafed her hands, till she came to herself, and

sat up with angry eyes.
' Let be !

'

she said,
' and let the slave who tends

the incense be beaten on the feet. Nay, I will remain

here, I will not to my chamber. Let be !

'

and her

lady drew back afraid.

Then Pharaoh bade men lead the Sidonian out, and

slay him in the market-place for his treachery ;
but the

man, whose name was Kurri, threw himself at the

feet of the Wanderer, praying for his life. The

Wanderer was merciful, when the rage of battle was

over, and his blood was cool.

'A boon, Pharaoh Meneptah/ he cried. 'Spare

me this man ! He saved my own life when the crew

would have cast me overboard. Let me pay my debt/
' Let him be spared, as thou wilt have it so/ spoke

Pharaoh, 'but revenge dogs the feet of foolish mercy,

and many debts are paid ere all is done/

Thus it chanced that Kurri was given to Meriamun

to be her jeweller and to work for her in gold and

silver. To the Wanderer was allotted a chamber in the

Royal Palace, .for the Pharaoh trusted that he would

be a leader of his Guard, and took great pleasure in his

beauty and his strength.

As he left the Hall of Audience with Rei, the Queen
Meriamun lifted her eyes again, and looked on him

long, and her ivory face flushed rosy, like the ivory

that the Sidonians dye red for the trappings of the

horses of kings. But the Wanderer marked both the

sudden fear and the blush of Meriamun, and, beautiful
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as she was, he liked it ill, and his heart foreboded

evil. When he was alone with Rei, therefore, he spoke to

him of this, and prayed the old man to tell him if he

could guess at all the meaning of the Queen.
* For to me,' he said,

'

it was as if the Lady knew

my face, and even as if she feared it
;
but I never saw

her like in all my wanderings. Beautiful she is, and

yet but it is ill speaking in their own land of kings

and queens !

'

At first, when the Wanderer spoke thus, Rei put it

by, smiling. But the Wanderer, seeing that he was

troubled, and remembering how he had prayed him to

pluck the spear-point from his helmet, pressed him hard

with questions. Thus, partly out of weariness, and

partly for love of him, and also because a secret had

long been burning in his heart, the old man took the

Wanderer into his own room in the Palace, and there

he told him all the story of Meriamun the Queen.



CHAPTER VI.

THE STORY OF MERIAMUN.

REI, the Priest of Amen, the Master Builder, began

his story unwillingly enough, and slowly, but soon he

took pleasure in telling it as old men do, and in sharing

the burden of a secret.

' The Queen is fair/ he said ;

' thou hast seen no

fairer in all thy voyagings?'

'She is fair indeed,' answered the Wanderer. 'I

pray that she be well-mated and happy on her

throne ?
'

' That is what I will tell thee of, though my life may
bo the price of the tale,' said Rei.

' But a lighter heart

is well worth an old man's cheap risk, and thou may'st

help me and her, when thou knowest all. Pharaoh

Meneptah, her lord, the King, is the son of the divine

Rameses, the ever-living Pharaoh, child of the Sun, who

dwelleth in Osiris/

' Thou meanest that he is dead ?
'

asked the

Wanderer.
' He dwelleth with Osiris/ said the Priest,

' and

the Queen Meriamun was his daughter by another

bed.'
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'A brother wed a sister !' exclaimed the Wanderer.
'

It is the custom of our Royal House, from the days

of the Timeless Kings, the children of Horus. An old

custom/
' The ways of his hosts are good in the eyes of a

stranger/ said the Wanderer, courteously.
'
It is an old custom, and a sacred/ said Rei,

' but

women, the custom-makers, are often custom-breakers.

And of all women, Meriamun least loves to be obedi-

ent, even to the dead. And yet she has obeyed,

and it came about thus. Her brother Meneptah who

now is Pharaoh the Prince of Rush while her divine

father lived, had many half-sisters, but Meriamun was

the fairest of them all. She is beautiful, a Moon-child

the common people called her, and wise, and she does

not know the face of fear. And thus it chanced that

she learned, what even our Royal women rarely learn,

all the ancient secret wisdom of this ancient land.

Except Queen Taia of old, no woman has known what

Meriamun knows, what I have taught her I and another

counsellor/

He paused here, and his mind seemed to turn on

unhappy things.
'
I have taught her from her childhood/ he went on

' would that I had been her only familiar and, after

her divine father and mother, she loved me more than

any, for she loved few. But of all whom she did not

love she loved her Royal brother least. He is slow of

speech, and she is quick. She is fearless and he has

no heart for war. From her childhood she scorned him,

mocked him, and mastered him with her tongue. She
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even learned to excel him in the chariot races there-

fore it was that the King his father made him but a

General of the Foot Soldiers and in guessing riddles,

which our people love, she delighted to conquer him.

The victory was easy enough, for the divine Prince is

heavy-witted ;
but Meriamun was never tired of girding

at him. Plainly, even as a little child she grudged that

he should come to wield the scourge of power, and wear

the double crown, while she should live in idleness, and

hunger for command/

'It is strange, then, that of all his sisters, if one

must be Queen, he should have chosen her,' said the

Wanderer.

'Strange, and it happened strangely. The Prince's

father, the divine Rameses, had willed the marriage.

The Prince hated it no less than Meriamun, but the

will of a father is the will of the Gods. In one sport

the divine Prince excelled, in the Game of Pieces, an

old game in Khem. It is no pastime for women, but

even at this Meriamun was determined to master her

brother. She bade me carve her a new set of the

pieces fashioned with the heads of cats, and shaped from

the hard wood of Azebi.1 I carved them with my own

hands, and night by night she played with me, who

have some name for skill at the sport.
1 One sunset it chanced that her brother came in

from hunting the lion in the Libyan hills. He was in

an evil humour, for he had found no lions, and he

caused the huntsmen to be stretched out, and beaten

with rods. Then he called for wine, and drank deep
1
Cyprus.
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at the Palace gate, and the deeper he drank the darker

grew his humour.

'He was going to his own Court in the Palace,

striking with a whip at his hounds, when he chanced

to turn and see Meriamun. She was sitting where

those three great palm-trees are, and was playing at

pieces with me in the cool of the day. There she sat

in the shadow, clad in white and purple, and with the

red gold of the snake of royalty in the blackness of her

hair. There she sat as beautiful as the Hathor, the

Queen of Love
;
or as the Lady Isis when she played at

pieces in Amenti with the ancient King. Nay, an old

man may say it, there never was but one woman more

fair than Meriamun, if a woman she be, she whom our

people call the Strange Hathor'

Now the Wanderer bethought him of the tale of the

pilot, but he said nothing, and Rei went on.

' The Prince saw her, and his anger sought for some-

thing new to break itself on. Up he came, and I rose

before him, and bowed myself. But Meriamun fell

indolently back in her chair of ivory, and with a sweep
of her slim hand she disordered the pieces, and bade

her waiting woman, the lady Hataska, gather up the

board, and carry all away. But Hataska's eyes were

secretly watching the Prince.

' "
Greeting, Princess, our Royal sister," said Meneptah.

" What art thou doing with these ?
"
and he pointed

with his chariot whip at the cat-headed pieces.
" This

is no woman's game, these pieces are not soft hearts of

men to be moved on the board by love. This game
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needs wit! Get thee to thy broidery, for there thou

may'st excel."

' "
Greeting, Prince, our Royal brother," said Meria-

mun. "I laugh to hear thee speak of a game that

needs wit. Thy hunting has not prospered, so get thee

to the banquet board, for there, I hear, the Gods have

granted thee to excel."

' "
It is little to say," answered the Prince, throwing

himself into a chair whence I had risen, "it is little to

say, but at the game of pieces I have wit enough to

give thee a temple, a priest and five bowmen, and yet

win," for these, O Wanderer, are the names of some of

the pieces.
' "

I take the challenge," cried Meriamun, for now she

had brought him where she wanted
;

" but I will take

no odds. Here is my wager. I will play thee three

games, and stake the sacred circlet upon my brow,

against the Royal uraeus on thine, and the winner shall

wear both/'

' "
Nay, nay, Lady," I was bold to say,

" this were too

high a stake."

' "
High or low, I accept the wager," answered the

Prince.
" This sister of mine has mocked me too long.

She shall find that her woman's wit cannot match me
at my own game, and that my father's son, the Royal

Prince of Kush and the Pharaoh who shall be, is more

than the equal of a girl. I hold thy wage, Meriamun !

"

' " Go then, Prince," she cried,
" and after sunset meet

me in my antechamber. Bring a scribe to score the

games; Rei shall be the judge, and hold the stakes.
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But beware of the golden Cup of Pasht ! Drain it not

to-night, lest I win a love game, though we do not play

for love!"
' The Prince went scowling away, and Meriamun

laughed, but I foresaw mischief. The stakes were too

high, the match was too strange, but Meriamun would

not listen to me, for she was very wilful.

' The sun fell, and two hours after the Royal Prince

of Kush came with his scribe, and found Meriamun

with the board of squares before her, in her ante-

chamber.
' He sat down without a word, then he asked, who

should first take the field.

'"
Wait," she said, "first let us set the stakes," and

lifting from her brow the golden snake of royalty, she

shook her soft hair loose, and gave the coronet to me.

If I lose," she said, "never may I wear the uraeus

n."

That shalt thou never while I draw breath,"

iswered the Prince, as he too lifted the symbol of his

royalty from his head and gave it to me. There was a

lifference between the circlets, the coronet of Meriamun

ras crowned with one crested snake, that of the divine

'rince was crowned with twain.

'"Ay, Meneptah," she said, "but perchance Osiris,

rod of the Dead, waits thee, for surely he loves those

>o great and good for earth. Take thou the field and

the play." At her words of evil omen, he frowned.

>ut he took the field and readily, for he knew the

ime well.

' She moved in answer heedlessly enough, and after-
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wards she played at random and carelessly, pushing the

pieces about with little skill. And so he won this first

game quickly, and crying,
" Pharaoh is dead" swept the

pieces from the board.
" See how I better thee," he

went on in mockery.
" Thine is a woman's game ;

all

attack and no defence."

' " Boast not yet, Meneptah," she said.
" There are

still two sets to play. See, the board is set and I take

the field."

' This time the game went differently, for the Prince

could scarce make prisoner of a single piece save of one

temple and two bowmen only, and presently it was the

turn of Meriamun to cry
" Pharaoh is dead" and to

sweep the pieces from the board. This time Meneptah
did not boast but scowled, while I set the board and

the scribe wrote down the game upon his tablets.

Now it was the Prince's turn to take the field.

'"In the name of the holy Thoth," he cried, "to

whom I vow great gifts of victory."
' " In the name of holy Pasht," she made answer,

"
to

whom I make daily prayer." For, being a maid, she

swore by the Goddess of Chastity, and being Meriamun,

by the Goddess of Vengeance.
' "

'Tis fitting thou should'st vow by her of the Cat's

Head," he said, sneering.

'"Yes; very fitting," she answered, "for perchance
she'll lend me her claws. Play thou, Prince Meneptah."

' And he played, and so well that for a while the

game went against her. But at length, when they had

struggled long, and Meriamun had lost the most of her

pieces, a light came into her face as though she had
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found what she sought. And while the Prince called

for wine and drank, she lay back in her chair and

looked upon the board. Then she moved so shrewdly

and upon so deep a plan that he fell into the trap that

she had laid for him, and could never escape. In vain

he vowed gifts to the holy Thoth, and promised such a

temple as there was none in Khem.
' " Thoth hears thee not

;
he is the God of lettered

men," said Meriamun, mocking him. Then he cursed

and drank more wine.

' "Fools seek wit in wine, but only wise men find it,"

quoth she again.
"
Behold, Royal brother, Pharaoh is

dead, and I have won the match, and beaten thee at

thine own game. Rei, my servant, give me that circlet;

nay, not my own, the double one, which the divine

Prince wagered. So I set it on my brow, for it is

mine, Meneptah. In this, as in all things else, I have

conquered thee."

' And she rose, and standing full in the light of the

lamps, the Royal uraeus on her brow, she mocked him,

bidding him come do homage to her who had won his

crown, and stretching forth her small hand for him to

kiss it. And so wondrous was her beauty that the

divine Prince of Rush ceased to call upon the evil Gods

because of his ill fortune, and stood gazing on her.

'"By Ptah, but thou art fair," he cried, "and I

pardon my father at last for willing thee to be my
Queen !

"

' " But I will never pardon him," said Meriamun.
' Now the Prince had drunk much wine.
' " Thou shalt be my Queen," he said,

" and for earnest
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I will kiss thee. This, at the least, being the strongest,

I can do." And ere she could escape him, he passed his

arm about her and seized her by the girdle, and kissed

her on the lips and let her go.

'Meriamun grew white as the dead. By her side

there hung a dagger. Swiftly she drew it, and swiftly

struck at his heart, so that had he not shrunk from the

steel surely he had been slain; and she cried as she

struck,
"
Thus, Prince, I pay thy kisses back."

'But as it chanced, she only pierced his arm, and

before she could strike again I had seized her by the

hand.
' " Thou serpent," said the Prince, pale with rage and

fear.
"
I tell thee I will kiss thee yet, whether thou

wilt or not, and thou shalt pay for this."

'But she laughed softly now that her anger was

spent, and I led him forth to seek a physician, who

should bind up his wound. And when he was gone, I

returned, and spoke to her, wringing my hands.

'"Oh, Royal Lady, what hast thou done? Thou

knowest well that thy divine father destines thee to

wed the Prince of Kush whom but now thou didst

smite so fiercely."
' "

Nay, Rei, I will none of him the dull clod, who

is called the son of Pharaoh. Moreover, he is my half-

brother, and it is not meet that I should wed my
brother. For nature cries aloud against the custom of

the land."

'"Nevertheless, Lady, it is the custom of thy Royal

house, and thy father's will. Thus the Gods, thine

ancestors, were wed; Isis to Osiris. Thus great



THE STOR Y OF MERIAMUN. 63

Thothmes and Amenemhat did and decreed, and all

their forefathers and all their seed. Oh, bethink thee

I speak it for thine ear, for I love thee as mine own

daughter bethink thee, for thou canst not escape, that

Pharaoh's bed is the step to Pharaoh's throne. Thou

lovest power ;
here is the gate of power, and mayhap

upon a time the master of the gate shall be gone and

thou shalt sit in the gate alone."

' "
Ah, Rei, now thou speakest like the counsellor of

those who would be kiogs. Oh, did I not hate him

with this hatred ! And yet can I rule him. Why,
'twas no chance game that we played this night: the

future lay upon the board. See, his diadem is upon

my brow ! At first he won, for I chose that he should

win. Well, so mayhap it shall be
; mayhap I shall give

myself to him hating him the while. And then the

next game; that shall be for life and love and all

things dear, and I shall win it, and mine shall be the

uraeus crest, and mine shall be the double crown of

ancient Khem, and I shall rule like Hatshepu, the

great Queen of old, for I am strong, and to the strong

is victory."
' "

Yes," I made answer,
"
but, Lady, see thou that the

Gods turn not thy strength to weakness; thou art too

passionate to be all strength, and in a woman's heart

passion is the door by which King Folly enters. To-

day thou hatest, beware, lest to-morrow thou should'st

love."

'"Love," she said, gazing scornfully; "Meriamun

loves not till she find a man worthy of her love,"

* "
Ay, and then? "
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'"And then she loves to all destruction, and woe to

them who cross her path. Kei, farewell."

' Then suddenly she spoke to me in another tongue,

that few know save her and me, and that none can read

save her and me, a dead tongue of a dead people, the

people of that ancient City of the Rock, whence all our

fathers came.1

'"
I go," she said, and I trembled as she spoke, for no

man speaks in this language when he has any good

thought in his heart. "I go to seek the counsel of

That thou knowest," and she touched the golden snake

which she had won.
' Then I threw myself on the earth at her feet, and

clasped her knees, crying,
"
My daughter, my daughter,

sin not this greafc sin. Nay, for all the kingdoms of

the world, wake not That which sleepeth, nor warm

again into life That which is a-cold."

'But she only nodded, and put me from her/ and

the old man's face grew pale as he spoke.
' What meant she ?

'

said the Wanderer.

Rei hid his face in his hands, and for a space he was

silent.

1
Probably the mysterious and indecipherable ancient books,

which were occasionally excavated in old Egypt, were written in

this dead language of a more ancient and now forgotten people.
Such was the book discovered at Coptos, in the sanctuary there,

by a priest of the Goddess. 'The whole earth was dark, but

the moon shone all about the Book.' A scribe of the period of

the Ramessids mentions another indecipherable ancient writing.
'Thou tellest me thou understandesv no word of it, good or bad.

There is, as it were, a wall about it that none may climb. Thou
art instructed, yet thou knowest it not ; this makes me afraid.'

Birch, Zeitschrift. 1871, pp. 61-64. Papyrus Anastasi I, pi. X. 1. 8,

pi. X. 1. 4. Maspero, Hist. Anc., pp. 66-67.
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'

Nay, wake not thou That which sleepeth, Wanderer/

he said, at length. 'My tongue is sealed. I tell thee

more that I would tell another. Do not ask, but hark !

They come again ! Now may Ka and Pasht and Amen
curse them

; may the red swine's mouth of Set gnaw

upon them in Amenti
; may the Fish of Sebek flesh his

teeth of stone in them for ever, and feed and feed again !

'

'Why dost thou curse thus, Rei, and who are they

that go by ?
'

said the Wanderer. '
I hear their tramp-

ing and their song/

Indeed there came a light noise of many shuffling

feet, pattering outside the Palace wall, and the words of

a song rang out triumphantly :

The Lord our God He doth sign and wonder,
Tokens He shows in the land of Khem,

He hath shattered the pride of the Kings asunder

And casteth His shoe o'er the Gods of them !

He hath brought forth frogs in their holy places,

He hath sprinkled the dust upon crown and hem,
He hath hated their kings and hath darkened their faces ;

Wonders He works in the land of Khem.

'These are the accursed blaspheming conjurors and

slaves, the Apura,' said Rei, as the music and the

tramping died away.
' Their magic is greater than the

lore even of us who are instructed, for their leader was

me of ourselves, a shaven priest, and knows our wisdom,

fever do they march and sing thus but evil comes of

it. Ere day dawn we shall have news of them. May
te Gods destroy them, they are gone for the hour. It

rere well if Meriamun the Queen would let them go
>r ever, as they desire, to their death in the desert, but

hardens the King's heart.'



CHAPTER VII.

THE QUEEN'S VISION.

THERE was silence without at last
;
the clamour and

the tread of the Apura were hushed in the distance,

dying far away, and Rei grew calm, when he heard no

longer the wild song, and the clashing of the timbrels.

'I must tell thee, Eperitus,' he said, 'how the matter

ended between the divine Prince and Meriamun. She

bowed her pride before her father and her brother : her

father's will was hers; she seemed to let her secret

sleep, and she set her own price on her hand. In

everything she must be the equal of Pharaoh that

was her price ;
and in all the temples and all the cities

she was to be solemnly proclaimed joint heir with him

of the Upper and Lower Land. The bargain was struck

and the price was paid. After that night over the

game of pieces Meriamun was changed. Thenceforth

she did not mock at the Prince, she made herself

gentle and submissive to his will.

' So the time drew on till at length in the beginning

of the month of the rising of the waters came the day

of her bridal. With a mighty pomp was Pharaoh's

daughter wedded to Pharaoh's son. But her hand was
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cold as she stood at the altar, cold as the hand of one

who sleeps in Osiris. Proudly and coldly she sat in the

golden chariot passing in and out the great gates of

Tanis. Only when she listened and heard the acclaim-

ing thousands shout Meriamun so loudly that the cry

of Meneptah was lost in the echoes of her name then

only did she smile. v ...

'Cold, too, she sat in her white robes at the feast

that Pharaoh made, and she never looked at the

husband by her side, though he looked kindly on

her.

' The feast was long, but it ended at last, and then

carne the music and the singers, but Meriamun, making

excuse, rose and went out, attended by her ladies.

And I also, weary and sad at heart, passed thence to my
own chamber and busied myself with the instruments

of my art, for, stranger, I build the houses of gods and

kings.
'

Presently, as I sat, there came a knocking at the

door, and a woman entered wrapped in a heavy cloak.

She put aside the cloak, and before me was Meriamun

in all her bridal robes.

' " Heed me not, Eei," she said,
"
I am yet free for an

hour
;
and I would watch thee at thy labour. Nay, it

is my humour
; gainsay me not, for I love well to look

on that wrinkled face of thine, scored by the cunning

chisel of thy knowledge and thy years. So from a

child have I watched thee tracing the shapes of mighty

temples that shall endure when ourselves, and perchance

the very Gods we worship, have long since ceased to be.

ih, Rei, thou wise man, thine is the better part, for
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thou buildest in cold enduring stone and attirest thy

walls as thy fancy bids thee. But I I build in the dust

of human hearts, and my will is written in their dust.

When I am dead, raise me a tomb more beautiful than

ever has been known, and write upon the portal, Here,

in the last temple of her pride, dwells that tired builder,

Meriamun, the Queen"
* Thus she talked wildly in words with little reason.

* "
Nay, speak not so," I said,

"
for is it not thy bridal

night ? What dost thou here at such a time ?
"

' " What do I here ? Surely I come to be a child

again ! See, Rei, in all wide Khem there is no

woman so shamed, so lost, so utterly undone as is to-

night the Royal Meriamun, whom thou lovest. I am
lower than she who plies the street for bread, for the

loftier the spirit the greater is the fall. I am sold into

shame, and power is my price. Oh, cursed be the fate

of woman who only by her beauty can be great. Oh,

cursed be that ancient Counsellor thou wottest of, and

cursed be I who wakened That which slept, and warmed

That which was a-cold in my breath and in my breast t

And cursed be this sin to which he led me ! Spurn

me, Rei; strike me on the cheek, spit upon me, on

Meriamun, the Royal harlot who sells herself to win a

crown. Oh, I hate him, hate him, and I will pay him

in shame for shame him, the clown in king's attire.

See here," and from her robe she drew a white flower

that was known to her and me " twice to-day have I

been minded with this deadly blossom to make an end

of me, and of all my shame, and all my empty greed of

glory. But this thought has held my hand : I, Meria-
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mun, will live to look across his grave and break his

images, and beat out the writings of his name from

every temple wall in Khem, as they beat out the hated

name of Hatshepu. I
"
and suddenly she burst

into a rain of tears
;
she who was not wont to weep.

' "
Nay, touch me not," she said.

"
They were but

tears of anger. Meriamun is mistress of her Fate, not

Fate of Meriamun. And now, my lord awaits me,

and I must be gone. Kiss me on the brow, old friend,

whilst yet I am the Meriamun thou knewest, and then

kiss me no more for ever. At the least this is well for

thee, for when Meriamun is Queen of Kheni thou shalt

be first in all the land, and stand on the footsteps of my
throne. Farewell." And she gathered up her raiment

and cast her white flower of death in the flame of the

brazier, and was gone, leaving me yet sadder at heart.

For now I knew that she was not as other women are,

but greater for good or evil.

' On the morrow night I sat again at my task, and

again there came a knocking at the door, and again a

woman entered and threw aside her wrappings. It was

Meriamun. She was pale and stern, and as I rose she

waved me back.

' "
Has, then, the Prince thy husband /' I

stammered.
' "

Speak not to me of the Prince, Rei, my servant/'

she made answer. "
Yesternight I spoke to thee wildly,

my mind was overwrought ;
let it be forgotten a wife

am I, a happy wife
;

"
and she smiled so strangely that

I shrunk back from her.
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' " Now to my errand. I have dreamed a dream, a

troublous dream, and thou art wise and instructed,

therefore I pray thee interpret my vision. I slept and

dreamed of a man, and in my dream I loved him more

than I can tell. For my heart beat to his heart, and in

the light of him I lived, and all my soul was his, and I

knew that I loved him for ever. And Pharaoh was my
husband; but, in my dream, I loved him not. Now
there came a woman rising out of the sea, more beau-

tiful than I, with a beauty fairer and more changeful

than the dawn upon the mountains
;
and she, too, loved

this godlike man, and he loved her. Then we strove

together for his love, matching beauty against beauty,

and wit against wit, and magic against magic. Now

one conquered, and now the other; but in the end the

\ victory was mine, and I went arrayed as for a marriage

oed and I clasped a corpse.
' "

I woke, and again I slept, and saw myself wearing

another garb, and speaking another tongue. Before me
was the man I loved, and there, too, was the woman,

wrapped about with beauty, and I was changed, and

yet I was the very Meriamun thou seest. And once

more we struggled for the mastery and for this man's

love, and in that day she conquered me.
' " I slept, and again I woke, and in another land

than Khem a strange land, and yet methought I

knew it from long ago. There I dwelt among the

graves, and dark faces were about me, and I wore

That thou knowest for a girdle. And the tombs of

the rock wherein we dwelt were scored with the

writings of a dead tongue the tongue of that land
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whence our fathers came. We were all changed, yet

the same, and once more the woman and I struggled

for the mastery, and though I seemed to conquer, yet a

sea of fire came over me, and I woke and I slept again.
' " Then confusion was piled upon confusion, nor can

my memory hold all that came to pass. For this game

played itself afresh in lands, and lives, and tongues

without number. Only the last bout and the winner

were not revealed to me.
' " And in my dream I cried aloud to the protecting

Gods to escape out of the dream, and I sought for light

that I might see whence these things were. Then, as

in a vision, the Past opened up its gates. It seemed

that upon a time, thousand, thousand ages agone, I and

this man of my dream had arisen from nothingness

and looked in each other's eyes, and loved with a love

unspeakable, and vowed a vow that shall endure from

time to time and world to world. For we were not

mortal then, but partook of the nature of the Gods,

being more fair and great than any of human kind,

and our happiness was the happiness of Heaven. But

in our great joy we hearkened to the Voice of That thou

knowest, of that Thing, Eei, with which, against thy

counsel, I have but lately dealt. The kiss of our love

awakened That which slept, the fire of our love warmed

That which was a-cold ! We defied the holy Gods,

worshipping them not, but rather each the other, for we
knew that as the Gods we were eternal. And the Gods

were angered against us and drew us up into their

resence. And while we trembled they spake as with

voice :
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' " ' Ye twain who are one life, each completing each,

because with your kisses ye have wakened That which

slept, and with the fire of your love have warmed That

which was a-cold : because ye have forgotten them

that gave you life and love and joy : hearken to your

Doom !

'"'From Two be ye made Three, said through all

Time strive ye to be twain again. Pass from this Holy
Place down to the Hell of Earth, and though ye be

immortal put on the garments of mortality. Pass on

from Life to Life, live and love and hate and seem to

die : have acquaintance with every lot, and in your

blind forgetfulness, being one and being equal, work

each other's woe according to the law of Earth, and for

your love's sake sin and be shamed, perish and re-arise,

appear to conquer and be conquered, pursuing your

threefold destiny, which is one destiny, till the hours of

punishment are outworn, and, at the word of Fate, the

unaltering circle meets, and the veil of blindness falls

from your eyes, and, as a scroll, your folly is unrolled,

and the hid purpose of your sorrow is accomplished and

once more ye are Twain and One.'
' "

Then, as we trembled, clinging each to each, again

the great Voice spoke :

* " ' Ye twain who are One let That to which ye

have hearkened divide you and enfold you ! Be ye

Three !

'

' " And as the Voice spoke I was torn with agony,

and strength went out of me, and there, by him I loved,

stood the woman of my dream crowned with every

glory and adorned with the Star. And we were three.
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And between him and me, yet enfolding him and me,

writhed that Thing thou wottest of. And he whom I

loved turned to look upon the fair woman, wondering,

and she smiled and stretched out her arms towards him

as one who would take that which is her own, and, Rei,

in that hour, though it was but in a dream, I knew the

mortal pain of jealousy, and awoke trembling. And

now read thou this vision, Rei, thou who art learned in

the interpretation of dreams and in the ways of sleep."
' "

Oh, Lady," I made answer,
"
this thing is too high

for me, I cannot interpret it
;
but where thou art, there

may I be to help thee."

' " I know thy love," she said,
" but in thy words is

little light. So so let it pass ! It was but a dream,

and if indeed it came from the Under World, why, it

was from no helpful God, but rather from Set, the

Tormentor; or from Pasht, the Terrible, who throws

the creeping shadow of her doom upon the mirror of

my sleep. For that which is decreed will surely come

to pass ! I am blown like the dust by the breath of

Fate
;
now to rest upon the Temple's loftiest tops, now

to be trodden underfoot of slaves, and now to be

swallowed by the bitter deep, and in season thence

)lled forth again. I love not this lord of mine, who

shall be Pharaoh, and never may he come whom I shall

love. 'Tis well that I love him not, for to love is to be

a slave. When the heart is cold then the hand is

strong, and I am fain to be the Queen leading Pharaoh

by the beard, the first of all the ancient land of Khem
;

for I was not born to serve. Nay, while I may, I rule,

awaiting the end of rule. Look forth, Rei, and see how



74 THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

the rays from Mother Isis' throne flood all the courts

and all the city's streets and break in light upon the

water's breast. So shall the Moon -child's fame flood

all this land of Khem. What matters it, if ere the

morn Isis must pass to her dominion of the Dead, and

the voice of Meriamun be hushed within a sepulchre ?
"

' So she spoke and went thence, and on her face was

no bride's smile, but rather such a gaze as that with

which the great sphinx, Horemku, looks out across the

desert sands.'

'A strange Queen, Rei,' said the Wanderer, as he

paused,
' but what have I to make in this tale of a

bride and her mad dreams ?
'

' More than thou shalt desire,' said Rei
;

' but let us

come to the end, and thou shalt hear thy part in the

Fate/

CHAPTER VIII.

THE KA, THE BAI, AND THE KHOU.

' THE Divine Pharaoh Rameses died and was gathered
to Osiris. With these hands I closed his coffin and set

him in his splendid tomb, where he shall rest unharmed

for ever till the day of the awakening. And Meriamun

and Meneptah reigned in Khem. But to Pharaoh she

was very cold, though he did her will in everything,
and they had but one child, so that in a while he

wearied of'her loveliness.
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' But hers was the master-mind, and she ruled

Pharaoh as she ruled all else.

' For me, my lot was bettered
;
she talked much

with me, and advanced me to great dignity, so that I

was the first Master Builder in Khem, and Commander

of the legion of Amen.
' Now it chanced that Meriamun made a feast, where

she entertained Pharaoh, and Hataska sat beside him.

She was the first lady about the Queen's person, a

beautiful but insolent woman, who had gained Pharaoh's

favour for the hour. Now wine worked so with the

King that he toyed openly with the lady Hataska's

hand, but Meriamun the Queen took no note, though

Hataska, who had also drunk of the warm wine of the

Lower Land, grew insolent, as was her wont. She

quaffed deep from her cup of gold, and bade a slave

bear it to the Queen, crying,
"
Pledge me, my sister."

' The meaning of her message was plain to all who

heard
;
this waiting lady openly declared herself wife to

Pharaoh and an equal of the Queen. Now Meriamun

cared nothing for Pharaoh's love, but for power she did

care, and she frowned, while a light shone in her dark

eyes ; yet she took the cup and touched it with her lips.

'

Presently she lifted her own cup in turn and toyed

with it, then made pretence to drink, and said softly to

the King's paramour, who had pledged her :

' "
Pledge me in answer, Hataska, my servant, for

on, methinks, thou shalt be greater than the Queen."
' Now this foolish woman read her saying wrong, and

k the golden cup from the eunuch who bore it.

" With a little nod to the Queen, and a wave of her
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slim hand, Hataska drank, and instantly, with a great

cry, she fell dead across the board. Then, while all the

company sat in terror, neither daring to be silent nor to

speak, and while Meriamun smiled scornfully on the

dark head lying low among the roses on the board,

Pharaoh leaped up, mad with wrath, and called to the

'HATASKA DRANK, AND INSTANTLY,

WITH A GEEAT CEY,

SHE FELL DEAD ACKOSS THE BOAED.'
V

guards to seize the Queen. But she waved them back,

and, speaking in a slow, cold voice, she said :

' " Dare not to touch Khemi's anointed Queen lest

your fate be as her fate. For thee, Meneptah, forget

not thy marriage oath. What, am I Queen, and shall

thy wantons throw their insolence in my teeth and

name me their sister ? Not so, for if my eyes be blind
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yet are my ears open. Peace, she is rightly served

choose thou a lowlier mistress !

"

'And Pharaoh made no answer, for he feared her

with an ever-growing fear. But she, sinking back in

her seat of state, played with the gold kepher on her

breast, and watched them bear the body forth to the

House of Osiris. One by one all the company made

obeisance and passed thence, glad to be gone, till at the

last there were left only Pharaoh and Meriarnun the

Queen, and myself Bei the Priest for all were much

afraid. Then Pharaoh spoke, looking neither at her

nor at me, and half in fear, half in anger.
' " Thou hateful woman, accursed be the day when

first I looked upon thy beauty. Thou hast conquered

me, but beware, for I am still Pharaoh and thy Lord.

Cross my purpose once again, and, by Him who sleeps at

Philse, I will discrown thee and give thy body to the

tormentors, and set thy soul loose to follow her whom
thou hast slain/'

' Then Meriamun answered proudly :

' "
Pharaoh, be warned : lift but one finger against my

majesty and thou art doomed. Thou canst not slay me,

but I can over-match thee, and I swear by the same

oath ! By Him who sleeps at Philse, lift but a hand

against me, ay, harbour one thought of treachery, and

thou diest. Not lightly can I be deceived, for I have

messengers that thou canst not hear. Something, Royal

Meneptah, do I know of the magic of that Queen Taia

who was before me. Now listen do this one thing and

all shall be well. Go on thy path and leave me to follow

mine. Queen I am
; Queen I will remain, and in all
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matters of the State mine must be an equal voice though

it is thine that speaks. And, for the rest, we are apart

henceforth, for thou fearest me, and, Meneptah, I love

not thee, nor any man."
' " As thou hast spoken, so be it," quoth Pharaoh, for

his heart sank, and his fear came back upon him.
" Evil was the day when first we met, and this is the

price of my desire. Henceforth we are apart in bed and

board, but in the council we are still one, for our ends

are one. I know thy power, Meriamun, thou gifted of

the evil Gods
;
thou needest not fear that I shall seek

to slay thee, for a spear cast against the heavens returns

on him who threw it. Kei, my servant, thou wert wit-

ness to our oaths
;
hear now their undoing. Meriamun,

the Queen of ancient Khem, thou art no more wife of

mine. Farewell."

'And he went heavily and stricken with fear.

' *'

Nay," she said, gazing after him,
" no more am I

Meneptah's wife, but still am I Khemi's dreaded Queen.

Oh, thou old priest, I am aweary. See what a lot is

mine, who have all things but love, and yet am sick of

all ! I longed for power, and power is mine, and what

is power ? It is a rod wherewith we beat the air that

straightway closes on the stroke. Yes, I tire of my
loveless days and of this dull round of common things.

Oh, for one hour of love and in that hour to die!

Oh that the future would lift its veil and disclose the

face of time to be ! Say, Rei ! Wilt thou be bold

and dare a deed ?
" And she clasped me by the

sleeve and whispered in my ear, in the dead tongue
known to her and me " Her I slew thou sawest

"
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' "
Ay, Queen, I saw what of her ? 'Twas ill done."

' "
Nay, 'twas rightly done and well done. But thou

knowest she is not yet cold, nor for a while will be, and

I have the art to drag her spirit back ere she be cold,

from where she is, and to force knowledge from its

lips for being an Osiris all the future is open to her

in this hour."

'." Nay, nay," I cried.
"
It is unholy not lightly may

we disturb the dead, lest the Guardian Gods be moved

to anger."
' " Yet will I do it, Kei. If thou dost fear, come not.

But I go. I am fain for knowledge, and thus only

may I win it. If I die in the dread endeavour, write

this of Meriamun the Queen: That in seeking the

to-be she found it I

"

' "
Nay, Royal Lady," I answered,

" thou shalt not go

alone. I too have some skill in magic, and perchance

can ward evil from thee. So, if indeed thou wilt dare

this dreadful thing, behold now, as ever, I am thy

servant."

' "
It is well. See, now, the body will this night be

laid in the sanctuary of the Temple of Osiris that is

near the great gates, as is the custom, to await the

coming of the embalmers. Come ere she be colder

than my heart, come with me, Rei, to the house of

the Lord of the Dead!"
' She passed to her chamber, wrapped herself about

in a dark robe, and hurried with me to the Temple

doors, where we were challenged by the guards.
' " Who passes ? In the name of the Holy Osiris

speak."
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1 "
Rei, the Master Builder and the anointed Priest,

and with him another/' I made answer. "
Open/'

'"
Nay, I open not. There is one within who may not

be wakened."
' " Who, then, is within ?

"

1 " She whom the Queen slew."

1 " The Queen sends one who would look on her she

slew."

' Then the priest gazed on the hooded form beside

me and started back, crying,
<: A token, noble Rei."

'

I held up the Royal signet, and, bowing, he opened.

Being come within the Temple I lit the tapers that had

been prepared. Then by their feeble light we passed

through the outer hall till we came to the curtains that

veil the sanctuary of the Holy Place, and here I

quenched the tapers ;
for no fire must enter there, save

that which burns upon the altar of the dead. But

through the curtains came rays of light.
' "

Open !

"
said Meriamun, and I opened, and hand in

hand we passed in. On the altar that is in the place

the flame burnt brightly. The chamber is not wide and

great, for this is the smallest of the temples of Tanis,

but yet so large that the light could not reach its walls

nor pierce the overhanging gloom, and by much gazing

scarcely could we discover the outline of the graven

shapes of the Holy Gods that are upon the walls. But

the light fell clear upon the great statue of the Osiris

that was seated behind the altar fashioned in the black

stone of Syene, wound about with the corpse-cloths,

wearing on his head the crown of the Upper Land, and

holding in his hands the crook of divinity and the awful
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scourge of punishment. The light shone all about the

white and dreadful shape that was placed upon his

holy knees, the naked shape of lost Hataska who this

night had died at the hand of Meriamun. There she

bowed her head against the sacred breast, her long hair

streaming down on either side, her arms tied across her

heart, and her eyes, whence the hues of life had scarcely

faded, widely staring at the darkness of the shrine.

For at Tanis to this day it is the custom for a night to

place those of high birth or office who die suddenly

upon the knees of the statue of Osiris.

' "
See," I said to the Queen, speaking low, for the

weight of the haunted place sank into my heart,
"
see

how she who scarce an hour ago was but a lovely

wanton hath by thine act been clad in majesty greater

lan all the glory of the earth. Bethink thee, wilt

lou dare indeed to summon back the spirit to the

ly whence thou hast set it free ? Not easily, Queen,

tay it be done for all thy magic, and if perchance she

mswereth thee, it may well be that the terror of her

rords shall utterly o'erwhelm us."

' "
Nay," she made answer. " I am instructed. I fear

lot. I know by what name to call the Khou that

hovers on the threshold of the Double Hall of Truth,

and how to send it back to its own place. I fear not,

but if perchance thou fearest, Rei, depart hence and

leave me to the task alone."

' "
Nay," I said.

" I also am instructed, and I go not.

>ut I say to thee this is unholy."
* Then Meriamun spake no more but lifting up her

ids she held them heavenwards, and so for a while



82 THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

she stood, her face fixed, as was the face of dead

Hataska. Then, as must be done, I drew the circle

round us and round the altar and the statue of Osiris

and that which sat upon his knee. With my staff I

drew it, and standing therein I said the holy words

which should ward away the evil things that come near

in such an hour.

'Now Meriamun threw a certain powder into -the

flame upon the altar. Thrice she threw the powder,

and as she threw it a ball of flame rose from the altar

and floated away, each time that she threw did the ball

of fire rise
;
and this it was needful to do, for by fire only

may the dead be manifest, and therefore was a globe of

fire given to each of the three shapes that together

make the threefold spirit of the dead. And when the

three globes of fire had melted into air, passing over

the head of the statue of Osiris, thrice did Meriamun

cry aloud :

'"Hataska! Hataska! Hataska!
1 "
By the dreadful Name I summon thee.

' "
I summon thee from the threshold of the Double

Hall.

' "
I summon thee from the Gates of Judgment.

' "
I summon thee from the door of Doom.

' "
By the link of life and death that is between thee

and me, I bid thee come from where thou art and make

answer to that which I shall ask of thee."

'She ceased, but no answer came. Still the cold

Osiris smiled, and still the body on his knee sat with

open eyes gazing into nothingness.
' " Not thus easily," I whispered,

"
may this dreadful
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thing be done. Thou art instructed in the Word of

Fear. If thou darest, let it pass thy lips, or let us be

gone."
' "

Nay, it shall be spoken," she said and thus she

wrought. Passing to the statue she hid her head

within her cloak and with both hands grasped the feet

of the slain Hataska.
'

Seeing this I also crouched upon the floor and hid

my face, for it is death to hear that Word with an

uncovered face.

' Then in so soft a whisper that scarce had its breath

stirred a feather on her lips, Meriamun spoke the Word

of Fear which may not be written, whose sound has

power to pass all space and open the ears of the dead

who dwell in Amenti. Softly she said it, but in a shout

of thunder it was caught up and echoed from her lips,

and down the eternal halls it seemed to rush on the

feet of storm and the wings of wind, so that the roof

rocked and the deep foundations of the Temple quivered

like a wind-stirred tree.

' "
Unveil, ye mortals !

"
cried a dreadful voice,

" and

look upon the sight of fear that ye have dared to

summon."
' And I rose and cast my cloak from about my face

and gazed, then sank down in terror. For round about

the circle that I had drawn pressed all the multitude of

the dead; countless as the desert sands they pressed,

sing with awful eyes upon us twain. And the fire

that was on the altar died away, but yet was there

light, for it shone from those dead eyes, and in the

of lost Hataska there was light.
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' And ever the faces changed, never for one heat of

time did they cease to change. For as we gazed upon

a face it would melt, even to the eyes, and round these

same eyes again would gather hut no more the same.

And like the sloping sides of pyramids were the faces

set ahout us from the ground to the Temple roof and

on us were fixed their glowing eyes.

'And I, Kei, being instructed, knew that to suffer

myself to be overcome with terror was death, as it was

death to pass without the circle. So in my heart I called

upon Osiris, Lord of the Dead, to protect us, and even

as I named the ineffable name, lo ! all the thousand

thousand faces bent themselves in adoration and then,

turning, looked each upon the other even as though each

spake to each, and changed, and swiftly changed.
' "

Meriamun," I said, gathering up my strength,
" fear not, but beware !

"

' "
Nay, wherefore should I fear," she answered,

" be-

cause the veil of sense is torn, and for an hour we see

those who are ever about our path and whose eyes

watch our most secret thought continually ? I fear

not." And she stepped boldly, even to the edge of

the circle, and cried:

'"All hail, ye Sahus, spirits of the awful dead, among
whom I also shall be numbered."

'And as she came the changing faces shrunk away,

leaving a space before her. And in the space there

grew two arms, mighty and black, that stretched them-

selves towards her, until there was not the length of

three grains of wheat betwixt the clutching fingers

and her breast.
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' But Meriamun only laughed and drew back a space.

'"Not so, thou Enemy," she said, "this circle thou

may'st not break
;

it is too strong for thee. But to the

work. Hataska, once again by the link of life and

death I summon thee and this time thou must come,

thou who wast a wanton and now art
'

greater than the

Queen.'"
' And as she spoke, from the dead form of the woman

on Osiris' knee there issued forth another form and

stood before us, as a snake issues from its slough. And

as was the dead Hataska so was this form, feature for

feature, look for look, and limb for limb. But still the

corpse rested upon Osiris' knee, for this was but the Ka
that stood before us.

'And thus spoke the voice of Hataska in the lips of

the Ka:
' " What wouldest thou with me who am no more of

thy company, thou by whose hand my body did

perish ? Why troublest thou me ?
"

'And Meriamun made answer: "I would this of

thee, that thou shouldest declare unto me the future,-^

even in the presence of this great company. Speak, I

command thee."

' And the Ka said :

"
Nay, Meriamun, that I cannot

do, for I am but the Ka the Dweller in the Tomb, the

guardian of what was Hataska whom thou didst slay,

whom I must watch through all the days of death till

resurrection is. Of the future I know naught; seek

thou that which knows."
1 Stand thou on one side,'

1

quoth the Queen, and the

weller in the Tomb obeyed.



86 THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

' Then once more she called upon Hataska and there

came a sound of rushing wings. And behold, on the

head of the statue of Osiris sat a great bird, feathered

as it were with gold. But the bird had the head

of a woman, and the face was fashioned as the

face of Hataska. And thus it spoke, that was the

Bai:
' " What wouldest thou with me, Meriamun, who am

no more of thy company? Why dost thou draw me

from the Under World, thou by whose hand my body

did perish ?
"

' And Meriamun said :

" This I would of thee, that

thou shouldest declare unto me the future. Speak, I

command thee."

' And the Bai said :

"
Nay, Meriamun, that I cannot

do. I am but the Bai of her who was Hataska, and

I fly from Death to Life and Life to Death, till the

hour of awakening is. Of the future I know naught ;

seek thou that which knows."

'"Rest thou where thou art," quoth the Queen, and

there it rested, awful to see.

'Then once more Meriamun called upon Hataska,

bidding her hear the summons where she was.

' And behold the eyes of the Dead One that was upon
the knee of Osiris glowed, and glowed the eyes of the

Dweller in the Tomb, and of the winged Messenger

who sat above. And then there was a sound as the

sound of wind, and from above, cleaving the darkness,

descended a Tongue of Flame and rested on the brow

of the dead Hataska. And the eyes of all the thou-

sand thousand spirits turned and gazed upon th<
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Tongue of Flame. And then dead Hataska spoke

though her lips moved not, yet she spoke. And this

she said :

What wouldest thou with me, Meriamun, who am

no more of thy company ? Why dost thou dare to

trouble me, thou by whose hand my body did perish,

drawing me from the threshold of the Double Hall of

Truth, back to the Over World ?
"

And Meriamun the Queen said,
"
Oh, thou Kbou,

for this purpose have I called thee. I am aweary of

my days and I fain would learn the future. The future

fain would I learn, but the forked tongue of That which

sleeps tells me no word, and the lips of That which is

a-cold are dumb ! Tell me, then, thou, I charge thee

by the word that has power to open the lips of the

dead, thou who in all things art instructed, what shall

be the burden of my days ?
"

And the dread Khou made answer :

" Love shall be

ie burden of thy days, and Death shall be the burden

of thy love. Behold one draws near from out the

North whom thou hast loved, whom thou shalt love

from life to life, till all things are accomplished.

Bethink thee of a dream that thou dreamedst as

thou didst lie on Pharaoh's bed, and read its riddle.

Meriamun, thou art great and thy name is known upon
the earth, and in Amenti is thy name known. High is

thy fate, and through blood and sorrow shalt thou find

it. I have spoken, let me hence."

'

It is well," the Queen made answer. " But not

ret mayest thou go hence. First I command thee, by
word of dread and by the link of life and death,

11
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declare unto me if here upon the earth and in this life

I shall possess him whom I shall love ?
"

' " In sin and craft and sorrow, Meriamun, thou shalt

possess him
;
in shame and jealous agony he shall be

taken from thee by one who is stronger than thou,

though thou art strong ; by one more beautiful than

thou, though thou art beautiful
;
and ruin thou shalt give

him for his guerdon, and ruin of the heart shalt thou

harvest for thy portion. But for this time she shall

escape thee, whose footsteps march with thine, and with

his who shall be thine and hers. Nevertheless, in a day
to come thou shalt pay her back measure for measure,

and evil for evil. I have spoken. Let me hence."
' " Not yet, O Khou not yet. I have still to learn.

Show me the face of her who is mine enemy, and the

face of him who is my love."

' " Thrice mayest thou speak to me, O thou greatly

daring," answered the dread Khou,
" and thrice I may

make reply, and then farewell till I meet thee on the

threshold of the hall whence thou hast drawn me.

Look now on the face of that Hataska whom thou

slowest."

' And we looked, and behold the face of dead Hataska

changed, and changed the face of the Double, the Ka
that stood on one side, and the face of the great bird,

the Bai, that spread his wings about the head of Osiris.

And they grew beautiful, yes, most exceeding beautiful

so that it cannot be told, and the beauty was that of a

woman asleep. Then lo, there hung above Hataska, as

it were, the shadow of one who watched her sleeping.

Arid his face we saw not, for, thou Wanderer, it was
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hidden by the visor of a golden two-horned helm, and in

that helm stood fast the bronze point of a broken spear !

But he was clad in the armour of the people of the

Northern Sea, the Aquaiusha, and his hair fell dark

about his shoulders like the petals of the hyacinth

flower.

' " Behold thine enemy and behold thy love ! Fare-

well/' said the dread Khou, speaking through dead

Hataska's lips, and as the words died the sight of

beauty faded and the Tongue of Flame shot upwards
and was lost, and once more the eyes of the thousand

thousand dead turned and looked upon each other,

even as though their lips whispered each to each.
' But for a while Meriamun stood silent, as one

amazed. Then, awaking, she waved her hand and cried,

"
Begone, thou Bai I Begone, thou Ka I

"

' And the great bird whereof the face was as the face

of Hataska spread his golden wings and passed away to

his own place, and the Ka that was in the semblance of

Hataska drew near to the dead one's knees, and passed

back into her from whom she came. And all the

thousand thousand faces melted though the fiery eyes

still gazed upon us.

' Then Meriamun covered her head and once more

spoke the awful Word, and I also COY Ted up my head.

But, as must be done, this second tim she called the

Word aloud, and yet though she called I M loud, it came

but as a tiny whisper from her lips. Nevertheless, at

the sound of it, once more was the Temple shaken as

by a storm.

' Then Meriainun unveiled, and behold, again the
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fire burned upon the altar, and on the knees of the

Osiris sat Hataska, cold and still in death, and round

them \vas emptiness and silence.

' But Meriamun grasped me by the arm, and she

spoke faintly :

' " Now that all is done, I greatly fear for that which

has been, and that which shall be. Lead me hence, O

Rei, son of Fames, for I can no more."
' And so with a heavy heart I led her forth, who of

all sorceresses is the very greatest. Behold, thou

Wanderer, wherefore the Queen was troubled at the

coining of the man in the armour of the North, in

whose two-horned golden helm stands fast the point

of a broken spear.'



BOOK II.

CHAPTER I.

THE PROPHETS OF THE APURA.

'THESE things are not without the Gods/ said the

Wanderer, who was called Eperitus, when he had heard

all the tale of Rei the Priest, son of Pames, the Head

Architect, the Commander of the Legion of Amen.

Then he sat silent for a while, and at last raised his

eyes and looked upon the old man.

'Thou hast told a strange tale, Rei. Over many a

sea have I wandered, and in many a land I have

sojourned. I have seen the ways of many peoples, and

have heard the voices of the immortal Gods. Dreams

have come to me and marvels have compassed me
about. It has been, laid upon me to go down into

Hades, that land which thou namest Amenti, and to

look on the tribes of the Dead
;
but never till now have

I known so strange a thing. For mark thou, when

first I beheld this fair Queen of thine I thought she

looked upon me strangely, as one who knew my face.

And now, Rei, if thou speakest truth, she deems that

she has met me in the ways of night and magic.
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Say, then, who was the man of the vision of the Queen,

the man with dark and curling locks, clad in golden

armour after the fashion of the Achseans whom ye name

the Aquainsha, wearing on his head a golden helm,

wherein was fixed a broken spear ?
'

' Before me sits such a man,' said Rei,
'
or perchance

it is a God that my eyes behold.'
*

'No God am I/ quoth the Wanderer, smiling,
'

though the Sidonians deemed me nothing less when

the black bow twanged and the swift shafts flew. Head

me the riddle, thou that art instructed.'

Now the aged Priest looked upon the ground, then

turned his eyes upward, and with muttering lips prayed

to Thoth, the God of Wisdom. And when he had made

an end of prayer he spoke.
' Thou art the man,' he said.

' Out of the sea thou

hast come to bring the doom of love on the Lady
Meriamun and on thyself the doom of death. This I

know, but of the rest I know nothing. Now, I pray

thee, oh thou who comest in the armour of the North,

thou whose face is clothed in beauty, and who art of all

men the mightiest and hast of all men the sweetest and

most guileful tongue, go back, go back into the sea

whence thou earnest, and the lands whence thou hast

wandered.'
' Not thus easily may men escape their doom,' quoth

the Wanderer. '

My death may come, as come it must
;

but know this, Rei, I do not seek the love of Meriamun.'
' Then it well may chance that thou shalt find it, for

ever those who seek love lose, and those who seek not

find/
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'

I am come to seek another love,' said the Wanderer,
' and I seek her till I die.'

'Then I pray the Gods that thou mayest find her,

and that Khem may thus be saved from sorrow. But

here in Egypt there is no woman so fair as Meriamun,

and thou must seek farther as quickly as may be. Ana

now, Eperitus, behold I must away to do service in the

Temple of the Holy Amen, for I am his High Priest.

But I am commanded by Pharaoh first to bring thee

to the feast at the Palace.'

Then he led the Wanderer from his chamber and

brought him by a side- entrance to the great Palace of

the Pharaoh at Tanis, near the Temple of Ptah. And

first he took him to a chamber that had been made

ready for him in the Palace, a beautiful chamber, richly

painted with beast-headed Gods and furnished with

ivory chairs, and couches of ebony and silver, and with

a gilded bed.

Then the Wanderer went into the shining baths, and

dark-eyed girls bathed him and anointed him with

fragrant oil, and crowned him with lotus flowers. When

they had bathed him they bade him lay aside his

golden armour and his bow and the quiver full of

arrows, but this the Wanderer would not do, for as he

laid the black bow down it thrilled with a thin sound

of war. So Rei led him, armed as he was, to a certain

antechamber, arid there he left him, saying that he

would return again when the feast was done. Trumpets
blared as the Wanderer waited, drums rolled, and

through the wide thrown curtains swept the lovely

Meriamun and the divine Pharaoh Meneptah, with
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many lords and ladies of the Court, all crowned with

roses and with lotus blooms.

The Queen was decked in Royal attire, her shining

limbs were veiled in broidered silk
;
about her shoulders

was a purple robe, and round her neck and arms were

rings of well-wrought gold. She was stately and

splendid to see, with pale brows and beautiful disdain-

ful eyes where dreams seemed to sleep beneath the

shadow of her eyelashes. On she swept in all her

state and pride of beauty, and behind her came the

Pharaoh. He was a tall man, but ill-made and heavy-

browed, and to the Wanderer it seemed that he was

heavy-hearted too, and that care arid terror of evil

to come were always in his mind.

Meriamun looked up swiftly.
'

Greeting, Stranger/ she said.
' Thou comest in

warlike guise to grace our feast/

'

Methought, Royal Lady/ he made answer,
' that

anon when I would have laid it by, this bow of mine

sang to me of present war. Therefore I am come

armed even to thy feast/

' Has thy bow such foresight, Eperitus ?
'

said the

Queen. 'I have heard but once of such a weapon,
and that in a minstrel's tale. He came to our Court

with his lyre from the Northern Sea, and he sang of

the Bow of Odysseus/
*

Minstrel or not, thou dost well to come armed,

Wanderer/ said the Pharaoh; 'for if thy bow sings,

my own heart mutters much to me of war to be/

'Follow me, Wanderer, however it fall out/ said the

Queen.
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So he followed her and the Pharaoh till they came to

a splendid hall, carven round with images of fighting

and feasting. Here, on the painted walls, Rameses

Miamun drove the thousands of the Khita before his

single valour
;
here men hunted wild-fowl through the

marshes with a great cat for their hound. Never had

the Wanderer beheld such a hall since he supped with

the Sea King of the fairy isle. On the dai's, raised

above the rest, sat the Pharaoh, and by him sat Meria-

mun the Queen, and by the Queen sat the Wanderer in

the golden armour of Paris, and he leaned the black bow

against his ivory chair.

Now the feast went on and men ate and drank. The

Queen spoke little, but she watched the Wanderer

beneath the lids of her deep-fringed eyes.

Suddenly, as they feasted and grew merry, the doors

at the end of the chamber were thrown wide, the Guards

fell back in fear, and behold, at the end of the hall,

stood two men. Their faces were tawny, dry, wasted

with desert wandering; their noses were hooked like

eagle's beaks, and their eyes were yellow as the eyes of

lions. They were clad in rough skins of beasts, girdled

about their waists with * leathern thongs, and fiercely

they lifted their naked arms, and waved their wands of

cedar. Both men were old, one was white-bearded, the

other was shaven smooth like the priests of Egypt. As

they lifted the rods on high the Guards shrank like

beaten hounds, and all the guests hid their faces, save

Meriamun and the Wanderer alone. Even Pharaoh

dared not look on them, but he murmured angrily in

his beard :
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'By the name of Osiris/ he said, 'here be those

Soothsayers of the Apura once again. Now Death

waits on those who let them pass the doors/

Then one of the two men, he who was shaven like a

priest, cried with a great voice :

' Pharaoh ! Pharaoh ! Pharaoh ! Hearken to the

word of Jahveh. Wilt thou let the people go ?
'

'

I will not let them go/ he answered.

'Pharaoh! Pharaoh! Pharaoh! Hearken to the

word of Jahveh. If thou wilt not let the people go,

then shall all the first-born of Khem, of the Prince and

the slave, of the ox and the ass, be smitten of Jahveh.

Wilt thou let the people go ?
'

Now Pharaoh hearkened, and those who were at the

feast rose and cried with a loud voice :

'0 Pharaoh, let the people go! Great woes are

fallen upon Khem because of the Apura. Pharaoh,

let the people go !

'

Now Pharaoh's heart was softened and he was

minded to let them go, but Meriamun turned to him

and said :

' Thou shalt not let the people go. It is not these

slaves, nor the God of these slaves, who bring the

plagues on Khem, but it is that strange Goddess, the

False Hathor, who dwells here in the city of Tanis. Be

not so fearful ever hadst thou a coward heart. Drive

the False Hathor hence if thou wilt, but hold these

slaves to their bondage. I still have cities that must

be built, and yon slaves shall build them.'

Then the Pharaoh cried :

' Hence ! I bid you. Hence,

and to-morrow shall your people be laden with a double
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burden and their backs shall be red with stripes. I

will not let the people go !

'

Then the two men cried aloud, and pointing upward

with their staffs they vanished from the hall, and none

dared to lay hands on them, but those who sat at the

feast murmured much.

Now the Wanderer marvelled why Pharaoh did not

command the Guards to cut down these unbidden

guests, who spoiled his festival. The Queen Meriamun

saw the wonder in his eyes and turned to him.
' Know thou, Eperitus,' she said,

' that great plagues

have come of late on this land of ours plagues of lice

and frogs and flies and darkness, and the changing of

pure waters to blood. And these things our Lord the

Pharaoh deems have been brought upon us by the curse

of yonder magicians, conjurers and priests among certain

slaves who work in the land at the building of our

cities. But I know well that the curses come on us\

from Hathor, the Lady of Love, because of that woman
|

who hath set herself up here in Tanis, and is wor- I

shipped as the Hathor.' /

'Why then, Queen/ said the Wanderer, 'is this

false Goddess suffered to abide in your fair city ? for, as

I know well, the immortal Gods are ever angered with

those who turn from their worship to bow before

strange altars.'

'

Why is she suffered ? Nay, ask of Pharaoh my
Lord. Methinks it is because her beauty is more than

the beauty of women, so the men say who have looked

on it, but I have not seen it, for only those men see it

who go to worship at her shrine, and then from afar.
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It is not meet that the Queen of all the Lands should

worship at the shrine of a strange woman, come like

thyself, Eperitus from none knows where : if indeed

she be a woman and not a fiend from the Under World.

But if thou wouldest learn more, ask my Lord the

Pharaoh, for he knows the Shrine of the False Hathor,

and he knows who guard it, and what is it that bars

the way.'

Now the Wanderer turned to Pharaoh saying :

' O

Pharaoh, may I know the truth of this mystery ?
'

Then Meneptah looked up, and there was doubt and

trouble on his heavy face.

'I will tell thee readily, thou Wanderer, for per-

chance such a man as thou, who hast travelled in many
lands and seen the faces of many Gods, may understand

the tale, and may help me. In the days of my father,

the holy Rameses Miamun, the keepers of the Temple
of the Divine Hathor awoke, and lo ! in the Sanctuary

of the temple was a woman in the garb of the

Aquaiusha, who was Beauty's self. But when they

looked upon her, none could tell the semblance of her

beauty, for to one she seemed dark and to the other

fair, and to each man of them she showed a diverse love-

liness. She smiled upon them, and sang most sweetly,

and Jove entered their hearts, so that it seemed to each

man that she only was his Heart's Desire. But when

any man would have come nearer and embraced her,

there was that about her which drove him back, and if

he strove again, behold, he fell down dead. So at last

they subdued their hearts, and desired her no more, but

worshipped her as the Hathor come to earth, and made
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offerings of food and drink to her, and prayers. So

three years passed, and at the end of the third year the

keepers of the temple looked and the Hathor was gone.

Nothing remained of her but a memory. Yet there

were some who said that this memory was dearer than

all else that the world has to give.
*

Twenty more seasons went by, and I sat upon the

throne of my father, and was Lord of the Double

Crown. And, on a day, a messenger came running and

cried :

' " Now is Hathor come back to Khem, now is Hathor

come back to Khem, and, as of old, none may draw

near her beauty !

" Then I went to see, and lo ! before

the Temple of Hathor a great multitude was gathered,

and there on the pylon brow stood the Hathor's self

shining with changeful beauty like the Dawn. And as

of old she sang sweet songs, and, to each man who

heard, her voice was the voice of his own beloved, living

and lost to him, or dead and lost. Now every man lias

such a grave in his heart as that whence Hathor

seems to rise in changeful beauty. Month by month

she sings thus, one day in every month, and many a

man has sought to win her and her favour, but in the

doorways are they who meet him and press him back
;

and if he still struggles on, there comes a clang of

swords and he falls dead, but no wound is found on

him. And, Wanderer, this is truth, for I myself have

striven and have been pressed back by that which

guards her. But I alone of men who have looked on

her and heard her, strove not a second time, and so

saved myself alive.'
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1 Thou alone of men lovest life more than the World's

Desire!' said the Queen. 'Thou hast ever sickened

for the love of this strange Witch, but thy life thou

lovest even better than her beauty, and thou dost not

dare attempt again the adventure of her embrace.

Know, Eperitus, that this sorrow is come upon the land,

that all men love yonder witch and rave of her, and to

each she wears a different face and sings in another

voice. When she stands upon the pylon tower, then

thou wilt see the madness with which she has smitten

them. For they will weep and pray and tear their hair.

Then they will rush through the temple courts and up

to the temple door?, and be thrust back again by that

which guards her. But some will yet strive madly on,

and thou wilt hear the clash of arms and they will fall

dead before thee. Accursed is the land, I tell thee,

Wanderer; because of that Phantom it is accursed.

For it is she who brings these woes on Khem; from

her, not from our slaves and their mad conjurers, come

plagues, I say, and all evil things. And till a man be

found who may pass her guard, and come face to face

with the witch and slay her, plagues and woes and evil

things shall be the daily bread of Khem. Perchance,

Wanderer, thou art such a man,' and she looked on

him strangely. 'Yet if so, this is my counsel, that

thou go not up against her, lest thou also be bewitched,

and a great man be lost to us.'

Now the Wanderer turned the matter over in his

heart and made answer:
'

Perchance, Lady, my strength and the favour of the

Gods might serve me in such a quest. But methinks
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that this woman is meeter for words of love and the

kisses of men than to be slain with the sharp sword, if,

indeed, she be not of the number of the immortals/

Now Meriamun flushed and frowned.
'

It is not fitting so to talk before me/ she said.
* Of

this be sure, that if the Witch may be come at, she

shall be slain and given to Osiris for a bride/ .

Now the Wanderer saw that the Lady Meriamun \

was jealous of the beauty and renown and love of her

who dwelt in the temple, and was called the Strange

Hathor, and he held his peace, for he knew when to be

silent. 7



CHAPTER II.

THE NIGHT OF DREAD.

THE feast dragged slowly on, for Fear was of the

company. The men and women were silent, and when

they drank, it was as if one had poured a little oil on a

dying fire. Life flamed up in them for a moment, their

laughter came like the crackling of thorns, and then

they were silent again. Meanwhile the Wanderer

drank little, waiting to see what should come. But the

Queen was watching him whom already her heart

desired, and she only of all the company had pleasure

in this banquet. Suddenly a side-door opened behind

the dais, there was a stir in the hall, each guest turning

his head fearfully, for all expected some evil tidings.

But it was only the entrance of those who bear about

in the feasts of Egypt an effigy of the Dead, the likeness

of a mummy carved in wood, and who cry :

'

Drink, O

King, and be glad, thou shalt soon be even as he !

Drink, and be glad/ The stiff, swathed figure, with

its folded hands and gilded face, was brought before the

Pharaoh, and Meneptah, who had sat long in sullen

brooding silence, started when he looked on it. Then

he broke into an angry laugh.
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'We have little need of thee to-night/ he cried,

as he saluted the symbol of Osiris.
' Death is near

enough, we want not thy silent preaching. Death,

Death is near !

'

He fell back in his gilded chair, and let the cup drop

from his hand, gnawing his beard.

' Art thou a man ?
'

spoke Meriamun, in a low clear

voice
;

'

are you men, and yet afraid of what comes to

all ? Is it only to-night that we first hear the name of

Death? Remember the great Men-kau-ra, remember

the old Pharaoh who built the Pyramid of Hir. .
He

was just and kind, and he feared the Gods, and for his

reward they showed him Death, coming on him in six

short years. Did he scowl and tremble, like all of you

to-night, who are scared by the threats of slaves ? Nay,

he outwitted the Gods, he made night into day, he lived

out twice his years, with revel and love and wine in the

lamp-lit groves of persea trees. Come, my guests, let

us be merry, if it be but for an hour. Drink, and be

brave !

'

' For once thou speakest well/ said the King.

'Drink and forget; the Gods who give Death give

wine/ and his angry eyes ranged through the hall, to

seek some occasion of mirth and scorn.

' Thou Wanderer !

'

he said, suddenly.
' Thou

rinkest not: I have watched thee as the cups go

round; what, man, thou comest from the North, the

sun of thy pale land has not heat enough to foster the

vine. Thou seemest cold, and a drinker of water
; why

wilt thou be cold before thine hour ? Come, pledge

me in the red wine of Khem. Bring forth the cup of

i
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Pasht !

'

he cried to them who waited,
'

bring forth the

cup of Pasht, the King drinks !

'

Then the chief butler of Pharaoh went to the treasure-

house, and came again, bearing a huge golden cup,

fashioned in the form of a lion's head, and holding

twelve measures of wine. It was an ancient cup, sacred

to Pasht, and a gift of the Kutennu to Thothmes, the

greatest of that name.
'
Fill it full of unmixed wine !

'

cried the King.
' Dost thou grow pale at the sight of the cup, thou Wan-

derer from the North ? I pledge thee, pledge thou me !

'

'Nay, King,' said the Wanderer, 'I have tasted

wine of Ismarus before to-day, and I have drunk with

a wild host, the one-eyed Man Eater !

'

For his heart

was angered by the King and he forgot his wisdom, but

the Queen marked the saying.

'Then pledge me in the cup of Pasht !

'

quoth the

King.

'I pray thee, pardon me,' said the Wanderer, 'for

wine makes wise men foolish and strong men weak, and

to-night methinks we shall need our wits and our

strength.'
' Craven !

'

cried the King,
'

give me the bowl. I

drink to thy better courage, Wanderer,' and lifting the

great golden cup, he stood up and drank it, and then

dropped staggering into his chair, his head fallen on his

breast.

'

I may not refuse a King's challenge, though it is ill

to contend with our hosts/ said the Wanderer, turning

somewhat pale, for he was in anger. 'Give me the

bowl I

'
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He took the cup, and held it high ;
then pouring a

little forth to his Gods, he said, in a clear voice, for he

was stirred to anger beyond his wont :

' / drink to the Strange Hafhor !
'

He spoke, and drained the mighty cup, and set it

down on the board, and even as he laid down the cup,

and as the Queen looked at him with eyes of wrath,

there came from the bow beside his seat a faint shriJl

sound, a ringing and a singing of the bow, a noise of

running strings and a sound as of rushing arrows.

The warrior heard it, and his eyes burned with the

light of battle, for he knew well that the swift shafts

should soon fly to the hearts of the doomed. Pharaoh

awoke and heard it, and heard it the Lady Meriamun

the Queen, and she looked on the Wanderer astonished,

and looked on the bow that sang.
' The minstrel's tale was true I This is none other

but the Bow of Odysseus, the sacker of cities/ said

Meriamun. 'Hearken thou, Eperitus, thy great bow

sings aloud. How comes it that thy bow sings ?
'

'For this cause, Queen,' said the Wanderer; 'because

birds gather on the Bridge of War. Soon shall shafts

be flying and ghosts go down to doom. Summon thy

Guards, I bid thee, for foes are near.'

Terror conquered the drunkenness of Pharaoh; he

bade the Guards who stood behind his chair summon

all their company. They went forth, and a great hush

fell again upon the Hall of Banquets and upon those

who sat at meat therein. The silence grew deadly still,

like air before the thunder, and men's hearts sank

within them, and turned to water in their breasts.
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Only Odysseus wondered and thought on the battle to

be, though whence the foe might come he knew not,

and Meriamun sat erect in her ivory chair and looked

down the glorious hall.

Deeper grew the silence and deeper yet, and more

and more the cloud of fear gathered in the hearts of

men. Then suddenly through all the hall there was a

rush like the rush of mighty wings. The deep found-

ations of the Palace rocked, and to the sight of men the

roof above seemed to burst asunder, and lo ! above

them, against the distance of the sky, there swept a

shape of Fear, and the stars shone through its raiment.

Then the roof closed in again, and for a moment's

space once more there was silence, whilst men looked

with white faces, each on each, and even the stout heart

of the Wanderer stood still.

Then suddenly all adown the hall, from this place

and from that, men rose up and with one great cry fell

down dead, this one across the board, and that one on

the floor. The Wanderer grasped his bow and counted.

From among those who sat at meat twenty and one

had fallen dead. Yet those who lived sat gazing

emptily, for so stricken with fear were they that scarce

did each one know if it was he himself who lay dead

or his brother who had sat by his side.

But Meriamun looked down the hall with cold eyes,

for she feared neither Death nor Life, nor God nor man.

And while she looked and while the Wanderer

counted, there rose a faint murmuring sound from the

city without, a sound that grew and grew, the thunder

of myriad feet that run before the death of kings. Then





' " DEAD IS THY SON, PHARAOH
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the doors burst asunder and a woman sped through

them in her night robes, and in her arms she bore the

naked body of a boy.
* Pharaoh !

'

she cried,
'

Pharaoh, and thou, O
Queen, look upon thy son thy firstborn son dead is

thy son, Pharaoh ! Dead is thy son, O Queen ! In

my arms he died suddenly as I lulled him to his rest/

and she laid the body of the child down on the board

among the vessels of gold, among the garlands of lotus

flowers and the beakers of rose-red wine.

Then Pharaoh rose and rent his purple robes and

wept aloud. Meriamun rose too, and lifting the body

of her son clasped it to her breast, and her eyes were

terrible with wrath and grief, but she wept not.-^
' See now the curse that this evil woman/ this False

Hathor, hath brought upon us/ she said.

But the very guests sprang up crying,
' It is not the

Hathor whom we worship, it is not the Holy Hathor, it

is the Gods of those dark Apura whom thou, Queen,

wilt not let go. On thy head and the head of Pharaoh

be it/ and even as they cried the murmur without

grew to a shriek of woe, a shriek so wild and terrible

that the Palace walls rang. Again that shriek rose,

and yet a third time, never was such a cry heard in

Egypt. And now for the first time in all his days the

face of the Wanderer 'grew white with fear, and in fear

of heart he prayed for succour to his Goddess to

Aphrodite, the daughter of Dione.

Again the doors behind them burst open and the

Guards flocked in mighty men of many foreign lands ;

but now their faces were wan, their eyes stared wide,
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and their jaws hung down. But at the sound of the

clanging of their harness the strength of the Wanderer

came back to him again, for the Gods and their venge-

ance he feared, but not the sword of man. And now

once more the bow sang aloud. He grasped it, he bent

it with his mighty knee, and strung it, crying:
'

Awake, Pharaoh, awake ! Foes draw on. Say, be

these all the men ?
'

Then the Captain answered,
' These be all of the

Guard who are left living in the Palace. The rest are

stark, smitten by the angry Gods.'

Now as the Captain spake, one came running up the

hall, heeding neither the dead nor the living. It was

the old priest Rei, the Commander of the Legion of

Amen, who had baen the Wanderer's guide, and his

looks were wild with fear.

'Hearken, Pharaoh!' he cried, 'thy people lie dead

by thousands in the streets the houses are full of dead.

In the Temples of Ptah and of Amen many of the

priests have fallen dead also.'

' Hast thou more to tell, old man ?
'

cried the

Queen.

'The tale has not all been told, Queen. The

soldiers are mad with fear and with the sight of death,

and slay their captains; barely have I escaped from

those in my command of the Legion of Amen. For

they swear that this death has been brought upon the

land because Pharaoh will not let the Apura go.

Hither, then, they come to slay Pharaoh, and thee also,

O Queen, and with them come many thousands of

people, catching up such arms as lie to their hands.'
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Now Pharaoh sank down groaning, but the Queen

spake to the Wanderer :

'Anon thy weapon sang of war, Eperitus; now war

is at the gates.'
'

Little I fear the rush of battle and the blows men

deal in anger, Lady/ he made answer,
'

though a man

may fear the Gods without shame. Ho, Guards ! close

up, close up round me ! Look not so pale-faced now

death from the Gods is done with, and we have but to

fear the sword of men.'

So great was his mien and so glorious his face as he

cried thus, and one by one drew his long arrows forth

and laid them on the board, that the trembling Guards

took heart, and to the number of fifty and one ranged

themselves on the edge of the dai's in a double line.

Then they also made ready their bows and loosened the

arrows in their quivers.

Now from without there came a roar of men, and

anon, while those of the house of Pharaoh, and of the

guests and nobles, who sat at the feast and yet lived,

fled behind the soldiers, the brazen doors were burst in

with mighty blows, and through them a great armed

multitude surged along the hall. There came soldiers

broken from their ranks. There came the embalmers

of the Dead
;
their hands were overfull of work to-night,

but they left their work undone; Death had smitten

>ine even of these, and their fellows did not shrink

ick from them now. There came the smith, black

from the forge, and the scribe bowed with endless

r

riting ;
and the dyer with his purple hands, and the

isher from the stream
;
arid the stunted weaver from



no THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

the loom, and the leper from the Temple gates. They
were mad with lust of life, a starveling life that the

King had taxed, when he let not the Apura go. They
were mad with fear of death

;
their women followed

them with dead children in their arms. They smote

down the golden furnishings, they tore the silken

hangings, they cast the empty cups of the feast at the

faces of trembling ladies, and cried aloud for the blood

of the King.
' Where is Pharaoh ?

'

they yelled,
' show us Pharaoh

and the Queen Meriamun, that we may slay them.

Dead are our firstborn, they lie in heaps as the fish lay

when Sihor ran red with blood. Dead are they because

of the curse that has been brought upon us by the

prophets of the Apura, whom Pharaoh, and Pharaoh's

Queen, yet hold in Khem.'

Now as they cried they saw Pharaoh Meneptah

cowering behind the double line of Guards, and they

saw the Queen Meriamun who cowered not, but stood

silent above the din. Then she thrust her v/ay through

the Guards, and yet holding the body of the child to

her breast, she stood before them with eyes that flashed

more brightly than the uraeus crown upon her

brow.

* Back !

'

she cried,
' back ! It is not Pharaoh, it is

not I, who have brought this death upon you. For we

too have death here !

'

and she held up the body of her

dead son.
*
It is that False Hathor whom ye worship,

that Witch of many a voice and many a face who turns

your hearts faint with love. For her sake ye endure

these woes, on her head is all this death. Go, tear her
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temple stone from stone, and rend her beauty limb from

limb, and be avenged and free the land from curses.'

A moment the people stood and hearkened, muttering,

as stands the lion that is about to spring, while those

who pressed without cried :

' Forward ! Forward ! Slay

them ! Slay them !

'

Then as with one voice they

screamed :

4 The Hathor we love, but you we hate, for ye have

brought these woes upon us, and ye shall die.'

They cried, they brawled, they cast footstools and

stones at the Guards, and then a certain tall man among
them drew a bow. Straight at the Queen's fair breast

lie aimed his arrow, and swift and true it sped toward

her. She saw the light gleam upon its shining barb,

and then she did what no woman but Merianmn would

have done, no, not to save herself from death she held

out the naked body of her son as a warrior holds a

shield. The arrow struck through and through it,

piercing the tender flesh, aye, and pricked her breast

beyond, so that she let the dead boy fall.

The Wanderer saw it and wondered at the horror of

the deed, for he had seen no such deed in all his

days. Then shouting aloud the terrible war-cry of the

Achseans he leapt upon the board before him, and as

he leapt his golden armour clanged.

Glancing around, he fixed an arrow to the string and

drew to his ear that great bow which none but he

ight so much as bend. Then as he loosed, the string

g like a swallow, and the shaft screamed through
he air. Down the glorious hall it sped, arid full on

the breast of him who had lifted bow against the Queen
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the bitter arrow struck, nor might his harness avail to

stay it. Through the body of him it passed and with

blood-red feathers flew on, and smote another who

stood behind him so that his knees also were loosened,

and together they fell dead upon the floor.

Now while the people stared and wondered, again

the bow-string sang like a swallow, again the arrow

screamed in its flight, and he who stood before it got

his death, for the shield he bore was pinned to his breast.

Then wonder turned to rage; the multitude rolled

forward, and from either side the air grew dark with

arrows. For the Guards at sight of the shooting of the

Wanderer found heart and fought well and manfully.

Boldly also the slayers came on, and behind them

pressed many a hundred men. The Wanderer's golden

helm flashed steadily, a beacon in the storm. Black

smoke burst out in the hall, the hangings flamed and

tossed in a wind from the open door. The lights were

struck from the hands of the golden images, arrows

stood thick in the tables and the rafters, a spear pierced

through the golden cup of Pasht. But out of the

darkness and smoke and dust, and the cry of battle, and

through the rushing of the rain of spears, sang the

swallow string of the black bow of Eurytus, and the

long shafts shrieked as they sped on them who were

ripe to die. In vain did the arrows of the slayers smite

upon that golden harness. They were but as hail upon

the temple roofs, but as driving snow upon the wild

stag's horns. They struck, they rattled, and down they

dropped like snow, or bounded back and lay upon the

board.
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The swallow string sang, the black bow twanged, and

the bitter arrows shrieked as they flew.

Now the Wanderer's shafts were spent, and he

judged that their case was desperate. For out of the

doors of the hall that were behind them, and from the

chambers of the women, armed men burst in also, taking
them on the flank and rear. But the Wanderer was

old in war, and without a match in all its ways. The

Captain of the Guard was slain with a spear stroke,

and the Wanderer took his place, calling to the men,
such of them as were left alive, to form a circle on the

dais, and within the circle he set those of the house of

Pharaoh and the women who were at the feast. And
to Pharaoh he cast a slain man's sword, bidding him

strike for life and throne if he never struck before
;
but

the heart was out of Pharaoh because of the death of

his son, and the wine about his wits, and the terrors he

had seen. Then Meriamun the Queen snatched the

sword from his trembling hand and stood holding it to

guard her life. For she disdained to crouch upon the

ground as did the other women, but stood upright
behind the Wanderer, and heeded not the spears and

arrows that dealt death on every hand. But Pharaoh

stood, his face buried in his hands.

Now the slayers came on, shouting and clambering

upon the dais. Then the Wanderer rushed on them

with sword drawn, and shield on high, and so swift he

smote that men might not guard, for they saw, as it

were, three blades aloft at once, and the silver-hafted

sword bit deep, the gift of Phaeacian Euryalus long ago.

The Guards also smote and thrust; it was for their lives
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they fought, and back rolled the tide of foes, leaving a

swathe of dead. So a second time they came on, and a

second time were rolled back.

Now of the defenders few were left unhurt, and their

strength was Avell-nigh spent. But the Wanderer

cheered them with great words, though his heart grew
fearful for the end

;
and Meriamun the Queen also bade

them to be of good courage, and if need were, to die

like men. Then once again the wave of War rolled in

upon them, and the strife grew fierce and desperate.

The iron hedge of spears was well-nigh broken, and

now the Wanderer, doing such deeds as had not been

known in Khem, stood alone between Meriamun the

Queen and the swords that thirsted for her life and

the life of Pharaoh. Then of a sudden, from far down

the great hall of banquets, there came a loud cry that

shrilled above the clash of swords, the groans of men,

and all the din of battle.

' Pharaoh ! Pharaoh ! Pharaoh !
'

rose a voice.

' Now wilt thou let the people go ?
'

Then he who smote stayed his hand and he

who guarded dropped his shield. The battle ceased

and all turned to look. There at the end of the

hall, among the dead and dying, there stood the two

ancient men of the Apura, and in their hands were

cedar rods.

'

It is the Wizards the Wizards of the Apura/ men

cried, and shrunk this way and that, thinking no more

on war.

The ancient men drew nigh. They took no heed of

the dying or the dead : on they walked, through blood
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and wine and fallen tables and scattered arms, till they

stood before the Pharaoh.

'Pharaoh! Pharaoh! Pharaoh!' they cried again.
' Dead are the first-born of Kbem at the hand of Jahveh.

Wilt thou let the people go ?
'

Then Pharaoh lifted his face and cried :

' Get you gone you and all that is yours. Get

you gone swiftly, and let Khem see your face no

more.'

The people heard, and the living left the hall, and

silence fell on the city, and on the dead who died of

the sword, and the dead who died of the pestilence.

Silence fell, and sleep, and the Gods' best gift

forgetfulness.



CHAPTER III.

THE BATHS OF BRONZE.

EVEN out of this night of dread the morning rose, and

with it came Rei, bearing a message from the King.

But he did not find the Wanderer in his chamber. The

Palace eunuchs said that he had risen and had asked

for Kurri, the Captain of the Sidonians, who was now

the Queen's Jeweller. Thither Rei went, for Kurri was

lodged with the servants in a court of the Royal House,

and as the old man came he heard the sound of ham-

mers beating on metal. There, in the shadow which

the Palace wall cast into a little court, there was the

Wanderer
;
no longer in his golden mail, but with bare

arms, and dressed in such a light smock as the workmen

of Khem were wont to wear.

The Wanderer was bending over a small brazier,

whence a flame and a light blue smoke arose and melted

into the morning light. In his hand he held a small

hammer, and he had a little anvil by him, on which lay

one of the golden shoulder-plates of his armour. The

other pieces were heaped beside the brazier. Kurri,

the Sidonian, stood beside him, with graving tools in

his hands.
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' Hail to thee, Eperitus/ cried Rei, calling him by the

name he had chosen to give himself.
* What makest

thou here with fire and anvil ?
'

'I am but furbishing up my armour/ said the

Wanderer, smiling. 'It has more than one dint from

the fight in the hall;' and he pointed to his shield,

which was deeply scarred across the blazon of the White

Bull, the cognizance of dead Paris, Priam's son.

'Sidonian, blow up the fire.'

Kurri crouched on his hams and blew the blaze to a

white heat with a pair of leathern bellows, while the

Wanderer fitted the plates and hammered at them on

the anvil, making the jointures smooth and strong,

talking meanwhile with Rei.

'

Strange work for a prince, as thou must be in Alybas,

whence thou comest,' quoth Rei, leaning on his long

rod of cedar, headed with an apple of bluestone.

'In our country chiefs do not labour with their

hands/
1 Different lands, different ways,' answered Eperitus.

' In my country men wed not their sisters as your kings

do, though, indeed, it comes into my mind that once I

met such brides in my wanderings in the isle of the

King of the Winds.'

For the thought of the ^Eolian isle, where King
olus gave him all the winds in a bag, came into his

memory.
'

My hands can serve me in every need/ he went on.

Mowing the deep green grass in spring, or driving

>xen, or cutting a clean furrow with the plough in

leavy soil, or building houses and ships, or doing smith's
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work with gold and bronze and gray iron they are all

one to me.'
' Or the work of war/ said Rei.

' For there I have

seen thee labour. Now, listen, thou Wanderer, the

King Meneptah and the Queen Meriamun send me to

thee with this scroll of their will/ and he drew forth a

roll of papyrus, bound with golden threads, and held it

on his forehead, bowing, as if he prayed.
' What is that roll of thine ?

'

said the Wanderer,

who was hammering at the bronze spear-point, that

stood fast in his helm.

Rei undid the golden threads and opened the scroll,

which he gave into the Wanderer's hand.
' Gods ! What have we here ?

'

said the Wanderer.
' Here are pictures, tiny and cunningly drawn, serpents

in red, and little figures of men sitting or standing, axes

and snakes and birds and beetles ! My father, what

tokens are these ?
' and he gave the scroll back to Rei.

' The King has made his Chief Scribe write to thee,

naming thee Captain of the Legion of Pasht, the Guard

of the Royal House, for last night the Captain was

slain. He gives thee a high title, and he promises thee

houses, lands, and a city of the South to furnish thee

with wine, and a city of the North to furnish thee with

corn, if thou wilt be his servant/

' Never have I served any man/ said the Wanderer,

flushing red,
'

though I went near to being sold and to

knowing the day of slavery. The King does me too

much honour/
* Thou wouldest fain begone from Khem ?

'

asked the

old man, eagerly.
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old man, who loved his land, would have had the

Wanderer see it.

From all the wealthy houses, and from many of the

poorer sort, rang the wail of the women mourners as

they sang their dirges for the dead.

But in the meaner quarters many a hovel was

marked with three smears of blood, dashed on each

pillar of the door and on the lintel
;
and the sound that

came from these dwellings was the cry of mirth and

festival. There were two peoples; one laughed, one

lamented. And in and out of the houses marked with

the splashes of blood women were ever going with

empty hands, or coming with hands full of jewels, of

gold, of silver rings, of cups, and purple stuffs. Empty

they went out, laden they came in, dark men and

women with keen black eyes and the features of birds of

prey. They went, they came, they clamoured with delight

among the mourning of the men and women of Khem,

and none laid a hand on them, none refused them.

One tall fellow snatched at the staff of Rei.

' Lend me thy staff, old man,' he said, sneering ;

'lend me thy jewelled staff for my journey. I do but

borrow it
;
when Yakub comes from the desert thou

shalt have it again/

But the Wanderer turned on the fellow with such a

glance that he fell back.

'I have seen thee before/ he said, and he laughed

over his shoulder as he went
;

' I saw thee last night at

the feast, and heard thy great bow sing. Thou art not

of the folk of Khem. They are a gentle folk, and

Yakub wins favour in their sight/
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' What passes now in this haunted land of thine, old

man ?
'

said the Wanderer,
'

for of all the sights that I

have seen, this is the strangest. None lifts a hand to

save his goods from the thief.'

Rei the Priest groaned aloud.

' Evil days have come upon Khem/ he said.
' The

Apura spoil the people of Khem ere they fly into the

Wilderness/

Even as he spoke there came a great lady weeping,

for her husband was dead, and her son and her brother,

all were gone in the breath of the pestilence. She was

of the Royal House, and richly decked with gold and

jewels, and the slaves who fanned her, as she went to

the Temple of Ptah to worship, wore gold chains upon
their necks. Two women of the Apura saw her and

ran to her, crying :

' Lend to us those golden ornaments thou wearest/

Then, without a word, she took her gold bracelets

and chains and rings, and let them all fall in a heap at

her feet. The women of the Apura took them all and

mocked her, crying :

* Where now is thy husband and thy son and thy

brother, thou who art of Pharaoh's house ? Now thou

payest us for the labour of our hands and for the bricks

that we made without straw, gathering leaves and

rushes in the sun. Now thou payest for the stick in

the hand of the overseers. Where now is thy husband

and thy son and thy brother ?
'

and they went still

mocking, and left the lady weeping.

But of all sights the Wanderer held this the strangest,

and many such there were to see. At first he would
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have taken back the spoil and given it to those who

wore it, but Rei the Priest prayed him to forbear, lest

the curse should strike them also. So they pressed on

through the tumult, ever seeing new sights of greed
and death and sorrow. Here a mother wept over her

babe, here a bride over her husband that night the

groom of her and of death. Here the fierce-faced

Apura, clamouring like gulls, tore the silver trinkets

from the children of those of the baser sort, or the

sacred amulets from the mummies of those who were

laid out for burial, and here a water-carrier wailed over

the carcass of the ass that won him his livelihood.

At length, passing through the crowd, they came to a

temple that stood near to the Temple of the God Ptah.

The pylons of this temple faced towards the houses of

the city, but the inner courts were built against the

walls of Tanis and looked out across the face of the

water. Though not one of the largest temples, it was

very strong and beautiful in its shape. It was built

of the black stone of Syene, and all the polished face

of the stone was graven with images of the Holy
Hathor. Here she wore a cow's head, and here the

face of a woman, but she always bore in her hands

the lotus-headed staff and the holy token of life,

and her neck was encircled with the collar of the

gods.

'Here dwells that Strange Hathor to whom thou

didst drink last night, Eperitus/ said Rei the Priest.

'
It was a wild pledge to drink before the Queen, who

swears that she brings these woes on Khem. Though,

indeed, she is guiltless of this, with all the blood on
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her beautiful head. The Apura and their apostate sor-

cerer, whom we ourselves instructed, bring the plagues

on us.'

' Does the Hathor manifest herself this day ?
'

asked

the Wanderer.
' That we will ask of the priests, Eperitus. Follow

thou me/

Now they passed down the avenue of sphinxes within

the wall of brick, into the garden plot of the Goddess,

and so on through the gates of the outer tower. A
priest who watched there threw them wide at the sign

that was given of Rei, the Master Builder, the beloved

of Pharaoh, and they came to the outer court. Before

the second tower they halted, and Rei showed to the

Wanderer that place upon the pylon roof where the

Hathor was wont to stand and sing till the hearers'

hearts were melted like wax. Here they knocked once

more, and were admitted to the Hall of Assembly where

the priests were gathered, throwing dust upon their

heads and mourning those among them who had died

with the Firstborn. When they saw Rei, the instructed,

the Prophet of Amen, and the Wanderer clad in golden

armour who was with him, they ceased from their

mourning, and an ancient priest of their number came

forward, and, greeting Rei, asked him of his errand.

Then Rei took the Wanderer by the hand and made
him known to the priest, and told him of those deeds

that he had done, and how he had saved the life of

Pharaoh and of those of the Royal House who sat at

the feast with Pharaoh.
' But when will the Lady Hathor sing upon her tower
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top ?
'

said Rei,
'

for the Stranger desires to see her and

hear her.'

The temple priest bowed before the Wanderer, and

answered gravely :

' On the third morn from now the Holy Hathor shows

herself upon the temple's top/ he said; 'but thou,

mighty lord, who art risen from the sea, hearken to my
warning, and if, indeed, thou art no god, dare not to

look upon her beauty. If thou dost look, then thy fate

shall be as the fate of those who have looked before,

and have loved and have died for the sake of the

Hathor.'

'No god am I/ said the Wanderer, laughing, 'yet,

perchance, I shall dare to look, and dare to face what-

ever it be that guards her, if my heart bids me see her

nearer/

'Then there shall be an end of thee and thy

wanderings/ said the priest. 'Now follow me, and I

will show thee those men who last sought to win the

Hathor/

He took him by the hand and led him through

passages hewn in the walls till they came to a deep and

gloomy cell, where the golden armour of the Wanderer

shone like a lamp at eve. The cell was built against

the city wall, and scarcely a thread of light came into

the chink between roof and wall. All about the

chamber were baths fashioned of bronze, and in the

baths lay dusky shapes of dark-skinned men of Egypt.

There they lay, and in the faint light their limbs were

being anointed by some sad-facjed attendants, as folk

were anointed by merry girls in the shining baths of
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the Wanderer's home. When Rei and Eperitus came

near, the sad-faced bath-men shrank away in shame,

as dogs shrink from their evil meal at night when a

traveller goes past.

Marvelling at the strange sight, the bathers and the

bathed, the Wanderer looked more closely and his stout

heart sank within him. For all these were dead who

lay in the baths of bronze, and it was not water that

flowed about their limbs, but evil-smelling natron.

'Here lie those/ said the priest,
' who last strove to

come near the Holy Hathor, and to pass into the shrine

of the temple where night and day she sits and sings

and weaves with her golden shuttle. Here they lie,

the half of a score. One by one they rushed to embrace

her, and one by one they were smitten down. Here

they are being attired for the tomb, for we give them

all rich burial.'

'Truly,' quoth the Wanderer, 'I left the world of

Light behind me when I looked on the blood-red sea

and sailed into the black gloom off Pharos. More evil

sights have I seen in this haunted land than in all the

cities where I have wandered, and on all the seas that

I have sailed.'

' Then be warned/ said the priest,
'

for if thou dost

follow where they went, and desire what they desired,

thou too shalt lie in yonder bath, and be washed of

yonder waters. For whatever be false, this is true, that

he who seeks love ofttimes finds doom. But here he

finds it most speedily/

The Wanderer looked again at the dead and at their

ministers, and he shuddered till his harness rattled.
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He feared not the face of Death in war, or on the sea,

but this was a new thing. Little he loved the sight of

the brazen baths and those who lay there. The light

of the sun and the breath of air seemed good to him,

and he stepped quickly from the chamber, while the

priest smiled to himself. But when he reached the

outer air, his heart came back to him, and he began to

ask again about the Hathor where she dwelt, and what

it was that slew her lovers.

'

I will show thee,' answered the priest, and brought
him through the Hall of Assembly to a certain narrow

way that led to a court. In the centre of the court

stood the holy shrine of the Hathor. It was a great

chamber, built of alabaster, lighted from the roof alone,

and shut in with brazen doors, before which hung
curtains of Tyrian web. From the roof of the shrine a

stairway ran overhead to the roof of the temple and so

to the inner pylon tower.

'Yonder, Stranger, the holy Goddess dwells within

the Alabaster Shrine/ said the priest.
'

By that stair

she passes to the temple roof, and thence to the pylon

top. There by the curtains, once in every day, we

place food, and it is drawn into the sanctuary, how we

know not, for none of us have set foot there, nor seen

the Hathor face to face. Now, when the Goddess has

stood upon the pylon and sung to the multitude below,

she passes back to the shrine. Then the brazen outer

doors of the temple court are thrown wide and the

doomed rush on madly, one by one, towards the drawn

curtains. But before they pass the curtains they are

thrust back, yet they strive to pass. Then we hear a
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sound of the clashing of weapons and the men fall dead

without a word, while the song of the Hathor swells

from within/
' And who are her swordsmen ?

'

said the Wanderer.
' That we know not, Stranger ;

no man has lived to

tell. Come, draw near to the door of the shrine and

hearken, maybe thou wilt hear the Hathor singing.

Have no fear
;
thou needst not approach the guarded

space.'

Then the Wanderer drew near with a doubting heart,

but Eei the Priest stood afar off, though the temple

priests came close enough. At the curtains they stopped

and listened. Then from within the shrine there came

a sound of singing wild and sweet and shrill, and the

voice of it stirred the Wanderer strangely, bringing to

his mind memories of that Ithaca of which he was Lord

and which he should see no more ;
of the happy days

of youth, and of the God-built walls of windy Ilios.

But he could not have told why he thought on these

things, nor why his heart was thus strangely stirred

within him.
' Hearken ! the Hathor sings as she weaves the doom

of men/ said the priest, and as he spoke the singing

ended.

Then the Wanderer took counsel with himself whether

he should then and there burst the doors and take his

fortune, or whether he should forbear for that while.

But in the end he determined to forbear and see with

his own eyes what befell those who strove to win the way.
So he drew back, wondering much; and, bidding

farewell to the aged priest, he went with Rei, the



128 THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

Master Builder, through the town of Tanis, where the

Apura were still spoiling the people of Khein, and

he came to the Palace where he was lodged. Here

he turned over in his mind how he might see the

strange woman of the temple, and yet escape the

baths of bronze. There he sat and thought till at

length the night drew on, and one came to summon
him to sup with Pharaoh in the Hall. Then he

rose up and went, and meeting Pharaoh and Meriamun

the Queen in the outer chamber, passed in after them

to the Hall, and on to that dais which he had held

against the rabble, for the place was clear of dead, and,

save for certain stains upon the marble floor that might
not be washed away, and for some few arrows that yet

were fixed high up in the walls or in the lofty roof,

there was nothing to tell of the great fray that had

been fought but one day gone.

Heavy was the face of Pharaoh, and the few who sat

with him were sad enough because of the death of so

many whom they loved, and the shame and sorrow that

had fallen upon Khem, But there were no tears for

her one child in the eyes of Meriamun the Queen.

Anger, not grief, tore her heart because Pharaoh had

let the Apura go. For ever as they sat at the sad feast

there came a sound of the tramping feet of armies, and

of lowing cattle, and songs of triumph, sung by ten

thousand voices, and thus they sang the song of the

Apura :

A lamp for our feet the Lord hath litten,

Signs hath He shown in the Land of Kliem.

The Kings of the Nations our Lord hath smitten,

His shoe hath He cast o'er the Gods of them.
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He hath made Him a mock of the heifer of Isis,

He hath broken the chariot reins of Ka,
On Yakub He cries, and His folk arises,

And the knees of the Nations are loosed in awe.

He gives us their goods for a spoil to gather,

Jewels of silver, and vessels of gold ;

x<-For Yahveh of old is our Friend and Father,
And cherisheth Yakub He chose of old.

The Gods of the Peoples our Lord hath chidden,
Their courts hath He filled with His creeping things ;

The light of the face of the Sun He hath hidden,

And broken the scourge in the hands of kings.

He hath chastened His people with stripes and scourges,
Our backs hath He burdened with grievous weights,

But His children shall rise as a sea that surges,

And flood the fields of the men He hates.

The Kings of the Nations our Lord hath smitten,
His shoe hath He cast o'er the Gods of them,

But a lamp for our feet the Lord hath litten,

Wonders hath wrought in the Land of Khem.

Thus they sang, and the singing was so wild that the

Wanderer craved leave to go and stand at the Palace

gate, lest the Apura should rush in and spoil the

treasure-chamber.

The King nodded, but Meriamum rose, and went with

the Wanderer as he took his bow and passed to the

great gates.

There they stood in the shadow of the gates, and this

is what they beheld. A great light of many torches

was flaring along the roadway in front. Then came a

body of men, rudely armed with pikes, and the torch-

light shone on the glitter of bronze and on the gold

helms of which they had spoiled the soldiers of Khem.

Next came a troop of wild women, dancing, and
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beating timbrels, and singing the triumphant hymn of

scorn.

Next, with a space between, tramped eight strong

black-bearded men, bearing on their shoulders a

great gilded coffin, covered with carven and painted

signs.
'
It is the body of their Prophet, who brought them

hither out of their land of hunger,' whispered Meriamun.
'

Slaves, ye shall hunger yet in the wilderness, and

clamour for the flesh-pots of Khem !

'

Then she cried in a loud voice, for her passion over-

came her, and she prophesied to those who bare the

coffin,
' Not one soul of you that lives shall see the land

where your conjurer is leading you ! Ye shall thirst,

ye shall hunger, ye shall call on the Gods of Khem, and

they shall not hear you ; ye shall die, and your bones

shall whiten the wilderness. Farewell ! Set go with

you. Farewell !

'

So she cried and pointed down the way, and so fierce

was her gaze, and so awful were her words, that the

people of the Apura trembled and the women ceased

to sing.

The Wanderer watched the Queen and marvelled.

'Never had woman such a hardy heart/ he mused;

'and it were ill to cross her in love or war !'

'

They will sing no more at my gates/ murmured

Meriamun, with a smile. 'Come, Wanderer; they

await us/ and she gave him her hand that he might

lead her.

So they went back to the banquet hall.

They hearkened as they sat till far in the night, and
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still the Apura passed, countless as the sands of the sea.

At length all were gone and the sound of their feet

died away in the distance. Then Meriamun the Queen
turned to Pharaoh and spake bitterly :

'Thou art a coward, Meneptah, ay, a coward and a

slave at heart. In thy fear of the curse that the False

Hathor hath laid on us, she whom thou dost worship,

to thy shame, thou hast let these slaves go. Otherwise

had our father dealt with them, great Rameses Miamun,

the hammer of the Khita. Now they are gone hissing

curses on the land that bare them, and robbing those

who nursed them up while they were yet a little

people, as a mother nurses her child/

1 What then might I do ?
'

said Pharaoh.

'There is nought to do: all is done,' answered

Meriamun. ' What is thy counsel, Wanderer ?
'

'
It is ill for a stranger to offer counsel/ said the

Wanderer.
'

Nay, speak,' cried the Queen.

'I know not the Gods of this land/ he answered.

' If these people be favoured of the Gods, I say sit still.

But if not/ then said the Wanderer, wise in war,
'
let

Pharaoh gather his host, follow after the people, take

them unawares, and smite them utterly. It is no hard

task, they are so mixed a multitude and cumbered

with much baggage !

'

This was to speak as the Queen loved to hear. Now
she clapped her hands and cried :

'

Listen, listen to good counsel, Pharaoh.'

And now that the Apura were gone, his fear of them

went also, and as he drank wine Pharaoh grew bold,

L
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till at last he sprang to his feet and swore by Amen, by

Osiris, by Ptah, and by his father great Rameses

that he would follow after the Apura and smite them.

And instantly he sent forth messengers to summon the

captains of his host in the Hall of Assembly.

Thither the captains came, and their plans were

made and messengers hurried forth to the governors of

other great cities, bidding them send troops to join the

host of Pharaoh on its march.

Now Pharaoh turned to the Wanderer and said :

'Thou hast not yet answered my message that Rei

carried to thee this morning. Wilt thou take service

with me and be a captain in this war ?
'

The Wanderer little liked the name of service, but

his warlike heart was stirred within him, for he loved

the delight of battle. But before he could answer yea

or nay, Meriamun the Queen, who was not minded that

he should leave her, spoke hastily :

' This is my counsel, Meneptah, that the Lord Eperi-

tus should abide here in Tanis and be the Captain of

my Guard while thou art gone to smite the Apura.

For I may not be here unguarded in these troublous

times, and if I know he watches over me, he who is

so mighty a man, then I shall walk safely and sleep in

peace/

Now the Wanderer bethought him of his desire to

look upon the Hathor, for to see new things and try

new adventures was always his delight. So he answered

that if it were pleasing to Pharaoh and the Queen he

would willingly stay and command the Guard. And

Pharaoh said that it should be so.



CHAPTER IV.

THE QUEEN'S CHAMBER.

AT midday on the morrow Pharaoh and the host of

Pharaoh marched in pomp from Tanis, taking the road

that runs across the desert country towards the Red Sea

of Weeds, the way that the Apura had gone. The

Wanderer went with the army for an hour's journey and

more, in a chariot driven by Rei the Priest, for Rei did

not march with the host. The number of the soldiers of

Pharaoh amazed the Achaean, accustomed to the levies of

barren isles and scattered tribes. But he said nothing of

his wonder to Rei or any man, lest it should be thought

that he came from among a little people. He even made

as if he held the army lightly, and asked the priest if this

was all the strength of Pharaoh ! Then Rei told him

that it was but a fourth part, for none of the mercenaries

and none of the soldiers from the Upper Land marched

with the King in pursuit of the Apura.

Then the Wanderer knew that he was come among a

greater people than he had ever encountered yet, on

land or sea. So he went with them till the roads

divided, and there he drove his chariot to the chariot of

Pharaoh and bade him farewell. Pharaoh called to him

to mount his own chariot, and spake thus to him :

* Swear to me, thou Wanderer, who namest thyself

Eperitus, though of what country thou art and what

was thy father's house none know, swear to me that

thou wilt guard Meriamun the Queen faithfully, and

wilt work no woe upon me nor upon my house while I

am afar. Great thou art and beautiful to look on, ay,

and strong beyond the strength of men, yet my heart
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misdoubts me of thee. For metbinks thou art a crafty

man, and that evil will come upon me through thee/

' If this be thy mind, Pharaoh,' said the Wanderer,
' leave me not in guard of the Queen. And yet methinks

I did not befriend thee so ill two nights gone, when the

rabble would have put thee and all thy house to the

sword because of the death of the firstborn.'

Now Pharaoh looked on him long and doubtfully,

then stretched out his hand. The Wanderer took it,

and swore by his own Gods, by Zeus, by Aphrodite, and

Athene, and Apollo, that he would be true to the trust.

'
I believe thee, Wanderer/ said Pharaoh. ' Know

this, if thou keepest thine oath thou shalt have great

rewards, and thou shalt be second to none in the land of

Khem, but if thou failest, then thou shalt die miserably/
'

I ask no fee/ answered the Wanderer,
' and I fear no

death, for in one way only shall I die, and that is known

to me. Yet I will keep my oath/ And he bowed

before Pharaoh, and leaping from his chariot entered

again into the chariot of Rei.

Now, as he drove back through the host the soldiers

called to him, saying :

'Leave us not, thou Wanderer/ For he looked so

glorious in his golden armour that it seemed to them

as though a god departed from their ranks.

His heart was with them, for he loved war, and h<

did not love the Apura. But he drove on, as so it

must be, and came to the Palace at sundown.

That night he sat at the feast by the side of Meria*

mun the Queen. And when the feast Avas done she bade

him follow her into her chamber where she sat when

she would be alone. It was a fragrant chamber, dimly
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lighted with sweet-scented lamps, furnished with couches

of ivory and gold, while all the walls told painted stories

of strange gods and kings, and of their loves and wars.

The Queen sank back upon the embroidered cushions

of a couch and bade the wise Odysseus sit over against

her, so near that her robes swept his golden greaves.

This he did somewhat against his will, though he was

no hater of fair women. But his heart misdoubted the

dark-eyed Queen, and he looked upon her guardedly,

for she was strangely fair to see, the fairest of all mortal

women whom he had known, save the Golden Helen.
'

Wanderer, we owe thee great thanks, and I would

gladly know to whom we are in debt for the prices of

our lives,' she said.
'

Tell me of thy birth, of thy father's

house, and of the lands that thou hast seen and the wars

wherein thou hast fought. Tell me also of the sack of

Ilios, and how thou earnest by thy golden mail. Tho

unhappy Paris wore such arms as these, if the minstrel

of the North sang truth.'

Now, the Wanderer would gladly have cursed this

minstrel from the North and his songs.

'Minstrels will be lying, Lady/ he said, 'and they

gather old tales wherever they go. Paris may have worn

my arms, or another man. I bought them from a chap-

man in Crete, and asked nothing of their first master.

As for Ilios, I fought there in my youth, and served the

Cretan Idomeneus, but I got little booty. To the King
the wealth and women, to us the sword-strokes Such

the appearance of war.'

Meriamun listened to his tale, which he set forth

ghly, as if he were some blunt, grumbling swords-
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man, and darkly she looked on him while she hearkened,

and darkly she smiled as she looked.

' A strange story, Eperitus, a strange story truly. Now
tell me this. How earnest thou by yonder great bow,

the bow of the swallow string ? If my minstrel spoke

truly, it was once the Bow of Eurytus of QEchalia.'

Now the Wanderer glanced round him like a man
taken in ambush, who sees on every hand the sword of

foes shine up into the sunlight.
1 The bow, Lady ?

'

he answered readily enough.
'

I

got it strangely. I was cruising with a cargo of iron on

the western coast and landed on an isle, methinks the

pilot called it Ithaca. There we found nothing but death;

a pestilence had been in the land, but in a ruined hall this

bow was lying, and I made prize of it. A good bow !

'

' A strange story, truly a very strange story/ quoth

Meriamun the Queen.
'

By chance thou didst buy the

armour of Paris, by chance thou didst find the bow of

Eurytus, that bow, methinks, with which the god-like

Odysseus slew the wooers in his halls. Knowest thou,

Eperitus, that when thou stoodest yonder on the board

in the Place of Banquets, when the great bow twanged
and the long shafts hailed down the hall and loosened

the knees of many, not a little was I put in mind of the

song of the slaying of the wooers at the hands of Odysseus.

The fame of Odysseus has wandered far ay, even to

Khem.' And she looked straight at him.

The Wanderer darkened his face and put the matter

by. He had heard something of that tale, he said, but

deemed it a minstrel's feigning. One man could not

fight a hundred, as the story went.
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The Queen half rose from the couch where she lay

curled up like a glittering snake. Like a snake she rose

and watched him with her melancholy eyes.
'

Strange, indeed most strange that Odysseus, Laertes'

son, Odysseus of Ithaca, should not know the tale of the

slaying ofthe wooers by Odysseus' self. Strange, indeed,

thou Eperitus, who art Odysseus.'

Now the neck of the Wanderer was in the noose, and

well he knew it : yet he kept his counsel, and looked

upon her vacantly.
' Men say that this Odysseus wandered years ago into

the North, and that this time he will not come again.

I saw him in the wars, and he was a taller man than I,'

said the Wanderer.
'

I have always heard/ said the Queen,
' that Odysseus

was double-tongued and crafty as a fox. Look me in the

eyes, thou Wanderer, look me in the eyes, and I will

show thee whether or not thou art Odysseus/ and she

leaned forward so that her hair well-nigh swept his brow,

and gazed deep into his eyes.

Now the Wanderer was ashamed to drop his eyes

before a woman's, and he could not rise and go ;
so he

must needs gaze, and as he gazed his head grew

strangely light and the blood quivered in his veins, and

then seemed to stop.
' Now turn, thou Wanderer/ said the voice of the

Queen, and to him it sounded far away, as if there was

a wall between them,
' and tell me what thou seest/

So he turned and looked towards the dark end of the

chamber. But presently through the darkness stole a

faint light, like the first gray of the dawn, and now he

saw a shape, like the shape of a great horse of wood,
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and behind the horse were black square towers of huge

stones, and gates, and walls, and houses. Now he saw a

door open in the side of the horse, and the helmeted head

of a man looked out warily. As he looked a great white

star slid down the sky so that the light of it rested on

the face of the man, and that face was his own ! Then

he remembered how he had looked forth from the belly

of the wooden horse as it stood within the walls of Ilios,

and thus the star had seemed to fall upon the doomed

city, an omen of the end of Troy.
' Look again/ said the voice of Meriamun from far

away.

So once more he looked into the darkness, and there

he saw the mouth of a cave, and beneath two palms in

front of it sat a man and a woman. The yellow moon

rose and its light fell upon a sleeping sea, upon tall trees,

upon the cave, and the two who sat there. The woman

was lovely, with braided hair, and clad in a shining robe,

and her eyes were dim with tears that she might never

shed : for she was a Goddess, Calypso, the daughter of

Atlas. Then in the vision the man looked up, and his

face was weary, and worn and sick for home, but it was

his own face.

Then he remembered how he had sat thus at the side

of Calypso of the braided tresses, on that last night of

all his nights in her wave-girt isle, the centre of the seas.

'Look once more/ said the voice of Meriamun the

Queen.

Again he looked into the darkness. There before him

grew the ruins of his own hall in Ithaca, and in the

courtyard before the hall was a heap of ashes, and the

charred bones of men. Before the heap lay the figure
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of one lost in sorrow, for his limbs writhed upon the

ground. Anon the man lifted his face, and behold ! the

Wanderer knew that it was his own face.

Then of a sudden the gloom passed away from the

chamber, and once more his blood surged through his

veins, and there before him sat Meriamun the Queen,

smiling darkly.
*

Strange sights hast thou seen, is it not so,Wanderer ?'

she said.

1

Yea, Queen, the most strange of sights. Tell me of thy

courtesy how thou didst conjure them before my eyes/

'By the magic that I have, Eperitus, I above all

wizards who dwell in Khem, the magic whereby I can

read all the past of those I love/ and again she looked

upon him
;

'

ay, and call it forth from the storehouse of

dead time and make it live again. Say, whose face was

it that thou didst look upon was it not the face of

Odysseus of Ithaca, Laertes' son, and was not that face

thine ?
'

Now the Wanderer saw that there was no escape.

Therefore he spoke the truth, not because he loved it,

but because he must.

' The face of Odysseus of Ithaca it was that I saw

before me, Lady, and that face is mine. I avow myself

to be Odysseus, Laertes' son, and no other man/

The Queen laughed aloud.
' Great must be my

strength of magic/ she said,
'
for it can strip the guile

from the subtlest of men. Henceforth, Odysseus, thou

wilt know that the eyes of Meriamun the Queen see far.

Now tell me truly : what earnest thou hither to seek ?
'

The Wanderer took swift counsel with himself. Re-

membering that dream of Meriamun of which Rei the



140 THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

Priest had told him, and which she knew not that he had

learned, the dream that showed her the vision of one

whom she must love, and remembering the word of the

dead Hataska, he grew afraid. For he saw well by the

token of the spear point that he was the man of her

dream, and that she knew it. But he could not accept

her love, both because of his oath to Pharaoh and because

of her whom Aphrodite had shown to him in Ithaca,

her whom alone he must seek, the Heart's Desire, the

Golden Helen.

The strait was desperate, between a broken oath and

a woman scorned. But he feared his oath, and the anger

of Zeus, the God of hosts and guests. So he sought

safety beneath the wings of truth.

'

Lady/ he said,
'

I will tell thee all ! I came to

Ithaca from the white north, where a curse had driven

me
;
I came and found my halls desolate, and my people

dead, and the very ashes of my wife. But in a dream of

the night I saw the Goddess whom I have worshipped

little, Aphrodite of Idalia, whom in this land ye name

Hathor, and she bade me go forth and do her will. And

for reward she promised me that I should find one who

waited me to be my deathless love.'

Meriamun heard him so far, but no further, for of this

she made sure, that she was the woman whom Aphrodite

had promised to the Wanderer. Ere he might speak

another word she glided to him like a snake, and like a

snake curled herself about him. Then she spoke so low

that he rather knew her thought than heard her words :

' Was it indeed so, Odysseus ? Did the Goddess indeed

send thee to seek me out ? Know, then, that not to thee

alone did she speak. I also looked for thee. I also waited
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the coming of one whom I should love. Oh, heavy have

been the days, and empty was my heart, and sorely

through the years have I longed for him who should be

brought to me. And now at length it is done, now at

length I see him whom in my dream I saw/ and she

lifted her lips to the lips of the Wanderer, and her heart,

and her eyes, and her lips said
'
Love.'

1 " DID THE GODDESS INDEED SEND THEE TO SEEK ME OUT ?
" '

But it was not for nothing that he bore a stout and

patient heart,and a brain unclouded by danger or by love.

He had never been in a strait like this
; caught with

bonds that no sword could cut, and in toils that no skill

could undo. On one side were love and pleasure on

the other a broken oath, and the loss for ever of the
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Heart's Desire. For to love another woman, as he had

been warned, was to lose Helen. But again, if he scorned

the Queen nay, for all his hardihood he dared not tell

her that she was not the woman of his vision, the woman

he came to seek. Yet even now his cold courage and

his cunning did not fail him.
'

Lady,' he said,
' we both have dreamed. But if thou

didst dream thou wert my love, thou didst wake to find

thyself the wife of Pharaoh. And Pharaoh is my host

and hath my oath/
'

I woke to find myself the wife of Pharaoh/ she echoed,

wearily, and her arms uncurled from his neck and she

sank back on the couch. '
I am Pharaoh's wife in word,

but not in deed. Pharaoh is nothing to me, thou Wan-

derer nought save a name/

'Yet is my oath much to me, Queen Meriamun my
oath and the hospitable hearth/ the Wanderer made

answer. '

I swore to Meneptah to hold thee from all ill,

and there's an end/
' And if Pharaoh comes back no more, what then

Odysseus ?
'

' Then will we talk again. And now, Lady, thy safety

calls me to visit thy Guard/ And without more words

he rose and went.

The Queen looked after him.
' A strange man/ she said in her heart,

' who builds a

barrier with his oath betwixt himself and her he loves

and has wandered so far to win ! Yet methinks I honour

him the more. Pharaoh Meneptah, my husband, eat,

drink, and be merry, for this I promise thee short

shall be thy days/



CHAPTER V.

THE CHAPEL PERILOUS.

1 SWIFT as a bird or a thought/ says the old harper of

the Northern Sea. The Wanderer's thoughts in the

morning were swift as night birds, flying back and

brooding over the things he had seen and the words he

had heard in the Queen's chamber. Again he stood

between this woman and the oath which, of all oaths,

was the worst to break. And, indeed, he was little

tempted to break it, for though Meriamun was beautiful

and wise, he feared her love and he feared her magic

art no less than he feared her vengeance if she were

scorned. Delay seemed the only course. Let him wait

till the King returned, and it would go hard but he

found some cause for leaving the city of Tanis, and

seeking through new adventures the World's Desire.

The mysterious river lay yonder. He would ascend the

river of which so many tales were told. It flowed from

the land of the blameless ^Ethiopians, the most just of

men, at whose tables the very Gods sat as guests.

There, perchance, far up the sacred stream, in a land

where no wrong ever came, there, if the Fates permitted,

he might find the Golden Helen.

If the Fates permitted: but all the adventure was
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of the Fates, who had shown him to Meriamun in a

dream.

He turned it long in his mind and found little light.

It seemed that as he had drifted through darkness

across a blood-red sea to the shores of Khem, so he

should wade through blood to that shore of Fate which

the Gods appointed.

Yet after a while he shook sorrow from him, arose,

bathed, anointed himself, combed his dark locks, and

girded on his golden armour. For now he remembered

that this was the day when the Strange Hathor should

stand upon the pylon of the temple and call the people

to her, and he was minded to look upon her, and if

need be to do battle with that which guarded her.

So he prayed to Aphrodite that she would help him,

and he poured out wine to her and waited
;
he waited,

but no answer came to his prayer. Yet as he turned

away it chanced that he saw his countenance in the

wide golden cup whence he had poured, and it seemed

to him that it had grown more fair and lost the stamp
of years, and that his face was smooth and young as the

face of that Odysseus who, many years ago, had sailed

in the black ships and looked back on the smoking
ruins of windy Troy. In this he saw the hand of the

Goddess, and knew that if she might not be manifest

,in this land of strange Gods, yet she was with him.

And, knowing this, his heart grew light as the heart of

a boy from whom sorrow is yet a long way off, and who

has not dreamed of death. .

Then he ate and drank, and when he had put from

him the desire of food he arose and girded on the sword,
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Euryalus's gift, but the black bow he left in its case.

Now he was ready and about to set forth when Rei the

Priest entered the chamber.

'Whither goest thou, Eperitus?' asked Rei the

instructed Priest.
' And what is it that has made thy

face so fair, as though many years had been lifted from

thy back ?
'

''Tis but sweet sleep, Rei,' said the Wanderer.

'Deeply I slept last night, and the weariness of my
wanderings fell from me, and now I am as I was before

I sailed across the blood-red sea into the night.'

'Sell thou the secret of this sleep to the ladies of

Khem,' answered the aged priest, smiling, 'and little

shalt thou lack of wealth for all thy days/

Thus he spake as though he believed the Wanderer,

but in his heart he knew that the thing was of the Gods.

The Wanderer answered :

'I go up to the Temple of the Hathor, for thou dost

remember it is to-day that she stands upon the pylon

brow and calls the people to her. Comest thou also,

Rei?'
'

Nay, nay, I come not, Eperitus. I am old indeed,

but yet the blood creeps through these withered veins,

and, perchance, if I came and looked, the madness

would seize me also, and I too should rush on to my
slaying. There is a way in which a man may listen to

the voice of the Hathor, and that is to have his eyes

blindfolded, as many do. But even then he will tear

the bandage from his eyes, and look, and die with the

others. Oh, go not up, Eperitus I pray thee go not

up. I love thee I know not why and am little
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minded to see thee dead. Though, perchance,' he

added, as though to himself,
'
it would be well for those

I serve if thou wert dead, thou Wanderer, with the eyes

of Fate/

'Have no fear, Rei/ said the Wanderer, 'as it is

doomed so shall I die and not otherwise. Never shall it

be told,' he murmured in his heart,
' that he who stood

in arms against Scylla, the Horror of the Rock, turned

back from any form of fear or from any shape of Love.'

Then Rei wrung his hands and went nigh to weeping,
for to him it seemed a pitiful thing that so goodly a

man and so great a hero should thus be done to death.

But the Wanderer passed out through the city, and Rei

went with him for a certain distance. At length they

came to the road set on either side with sphinxes, that

leads from the outer wall of brick to the garden of the

Temple of Hathor, and down this road hurried a

multitude of men of all races and of every age. Here

the prince was borne along in his litter; here the

young noble travelled in his chariot. Here came the

slave bespattered with the mud of the fields
;
here the

cripple limped upon his crutches; and here was the

blind man led by a hound. And with each man came

women: the wife of the man, or his mother, or his

sisters, or she to whom he was vowed in marriage.

Weeping they came, and with soft words and clinging

arms they strove to hold back him whom they loved.

'

Oh, my son ! my son !

'

cried a woman,
* hearken to

thy mother's voice. Go not up to look upon the

Goddess, for if thou dost look then shalt thou die, and

thou alone art left alive to me. Two brothers of thine
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I bore, and behold, both are dead
;
and wilt thou die

also, and leave me, who am old, alone and desolate?

Be not mad, my son, thou art the dearest of all
;
ever

have I loved thee and tended thee. Come back, I pray

come back/

But her son heard not and heeded not, pressing on

toward the Gates of the Heart's Desire.

'

Oh, my husband, my husband !

'

cried another,

young, of gentle birth, and fair, who bare a babe on her

left arm and with the right clutched her lord's broidered

robe. 'Oh, my husband, have I not loved thee and

been kind to thee, and wilt thou still go up to look

upon the deadly glory of the Hathor ? They say she

wears the beauty of the Dead. Lovest thou me not

better than her who died five years agone, Merisa the

daughter of Hois, though thou didst love her first?

See, here is thy babe, thy babe, but one week born.

Even from my bed of pain I have risen and followed

after thee down these weary roads, and I am like to

lose my life for it. Here is thy babe, let it plead with

thee. Let rne die if so it must be, but go not thou up
to thy death. It is no Goddess whom thou wilt see,

but an evil spirit loosed from the under-world, and that

shall be thy doom. Oh, if I please thee not, take thou

another wife and I will make her welcome, only go not

up to thy death!'

But the man fixed his eyes upon the pylon tops,

heeding her not, and at length she sank upon the road,

nd there with the babe would have been crushed by
.e chariots, had not the Wanderer borne her to

de of the way,
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Now, of all sights this was the most dreadful, for on

every side rose the prayers and lamentations of women,

and still the multitude of men pressed on unheeding.
' Now thou seest the power of Love, and how if a

woman be but beautiful enough she may drag all men

to ruin,' said Rei the Priest.

/ 'Yes,' said the Wanderer; 'a strange sight, truly.

/ Much blood hath this Hathor of thine upon her

yhands.'
' And yet thou wilt give her thine, Wanderer/

'That I am not minded to do/ he answered; 'yet

I will look upon her face, so speak no more of it.'

Now they were come to the space before the bronze

gates of the pylon of the outer court, and there the

multitude gathered to the number of many hundreds.

Presently, as they watched, a priest came to the gates,

that same priest who had shown the Wanderer the

bodies in the baths of bronze. He looked through the

bars and cried aloud :

'Whoso would enter into the court and look upon
the Holy Hathor let him draw nigh. Know ye this, all

men, the Hathor is to him who can win her. But if he

pass not, then shall he die and be buried within the

temple, nor shall he ever look upon the sun again. Of

this ye are warned. Since the Hathor came again to

Khern, of men seven hundred and three have gone up
to win her, and of bodies seven hundred and two lie

within the vaults, for of all these men Pharaoh

Meneptah alone hath gone back living. Yet there is

place for more ! Enter, ye who would look upon tl

Hathor !'
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Now there arose a mighty wailing from the women.

They clung madly about the necks of those who were

dear to them, and some clung not in vain. For the

hearts of many failed them at the last, and they shrank

from entering in. But a few of those who had already

looked upon the Hathor from afar, perchance a score in

all, struck the women from them and rushed up to the

gates.
'

Surely thou wilt not enter in ?
'

quoth Rei, clinging

to the arm of the Wanderer. '

Oh, turn thy back on

death and come back with me. I pray thee turn/

'

Nay/ said the Wanderer,
'

I will go in/

Then Rei the Priest threw dust upon his head, wept

aloud, and turned and fled, never stopping till he came

to the Palace, where sat Meriamun the Queen.

Now the priest unbarred a wicket in the gates of

bronze, and one by one those who were stricken of the

madness entered in. For all of these had seen the

Hathor many times from afar without the wall, and

now they could no more withstand their longing. And

as they entered two other priests took them by the

hand and bound their eyes with cloths, so that unless

they willed it they might not see the glory of the

Hathor, but only hear the sweetness of her voice. But

two there were who would not be blindfolded, and of

these one was that man whose wife had fainted by the

way, and the other was a man sightless from his youth.

For although he might not see the beauty of the God-

dess, this man was made mad by the sweetness of her

voice. Now, when all had entered in, save the Wan-

derer, there was a stir in the crowd, and a man rushed
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up. He was travel-stained, he had a black beard, black

eyes, and a nose hooked like a vulture's beak.

'Hold!' he cried. 'Hold! Shut not the gates!

Night and day have I journeyed from the host of the

Apura who fly into the wilderness. Night and day I

have journeyed, leaving wife and flocks and children and

the Promise of the Land, that I may once more look

upon the beauty of the Hathor. Shut not the gates !

'

' Pass in/ said the priest,
'

pass in, so shall we be rid

of one of those whom Khem nurtured up to rob her.'

He entered
; then, as the priest was about to bar the

wicket, the Wanderer strode forward, and his golden

armour clashed beneath the portal.
' Wouldst thou indeed enter to thy doom, thou mighty

lord ?
'

asked the priest, for he knew him well again.

'Ay, I enter; but perchance not to my doom/
answered the Wanderer. Then he passed in and the

brazen gate was shut behind him.

Now the two priests came forward to bind his eyes,

but this he would not endure.

' Not so/ he said
;

'
I am come here to see what may

be seen.'

' Go to, thou madman, go to ! and die the death/

they answered, and led all the men to the centre of the

courtyard whence they might see the pylon top. Then

the priests also covered up their eyes and cast them-

selves at length upon the ground ;
so for a while they

lay, and all was silence within and without the court,

for they waited the coming of the Hathor. The

Wanderer glanced through the bars of bronze at the

multitude gathered there. Silent they stood with up-
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turned eyes, even the women had ceased from weeping
and stood in silence. He looked at those beside him.

Their bandaged faces were lifted and they stared to-

wards the pylon top as though their vision pierced the

cloths. The blind man, too, stared upward, and his

pale lips moved, but no sound came from them. Now
at the foot of the pylon lay a little rim of shadow.

Thinner and thinner it grew as the moments crept on

towards the perfect noon. Now there was but a line,

and now the line was gone, for the sun's red disc burned

high in the blue heaven straight above the pylon brow.

Then suddenly and from far there came a faint sweet

sound of singing, and at the first note of the sound a

great sigh went up through the quiet air, from all the

multitude without. Those who were near the Wanderer

sighed also, and their lips and fingers twitched, and he

himself sighed, though he knew not why.
Nearer came the sweet sound of singing, and stronger

it swelled, till presently those without the temple gate

who were on higher ground caught sight of her who

sang. Then a hoarse roar went up from every throat,

and madness took them. On they rushed, dashing

themselves against the gates of bronze and the steep

walls on either side, and beat upon them madly with

their fists and brows, and climbed on each other's

shoulders, gnawing at the bars with their teeth, crying

to be let in. But the women threw their arms about

them and screamed curses on her whose beauty brought
all men to madness.

So it went for a while, till presently the Wanderer

looked up, and lo ! upon the pylon's brow stood the
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woman's self, and at her coming all were once more

,silent. She was tall and straight, clad in clinging
'

white, but on her breast there glowed a blood-red ruby

stone, fashioned like a star, and from it fell red drops

that stained for one moment the whiteness of her robes,

and then the robe was white again. Her golden hair

was tossed this way and that, and shone in the sunlight,

her arms and neck were bare, and she held one hand

\before her eyes as though to hide the brightness of her

beauty. For, indeed, she could not be called beautiful

but Beauty itself.

And they who had not loved saw in her that first

love whom no man has ever won, and they who had

loved saw that first love whom every man has lost.

And all about her rolled a glory like the glory of the

dying day. Sweetly she sang a song of promise, and

her voice was the voice of each man's desire, and the

heart of the Wanderer thrilled in answer to it as thrills

a harp smitten by a cunning hand
;
and thus she

sang:

Whom hast them longed for most,

True love of mine ?

Whom hast thou loved and lost ?

Lo, she is thine !

She that another wed
Breaks from her vow ;

She that hath long been dead

Wakes for thee now.

Dreams haunt the hapless bed,

Ghosts haunt the night,
Life crowns her living head,

Love and Delight.
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Nay, not a dream nor ghost,

Nay, but Divine,
She that was loved and lost

Waits to be thine !

She ceased, and a moan of desire went up from all

who heard.

Then the Wanderer saw that those beside him tore

at the bandages about their brows and rent them loose.

Only the priests who lay upon the ground stirred not,

though they also moaned.

And now again she sang, still holding her hand before

her face :

Ye that seek me, ye that sue me,
Ye that flock beneath my tower,

Ye would win me, would undo me,
I must perish in an hour,

Dead before the Love that slew me, clasped the

Bride and crushed the flower.

Hear the word and mark the warning,

Beauty lives but in your sight,

Beauty fades from all men's scorning
In the watches of the night,

Beauty wanes before the morning, and

Love dies in his delight.
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which fretted his ears. They were all crying, and none

were listening.
' See ! see !

'

shouted one.
c Look at her hair

;
it is

dark as the raven's wing, and her eyes they are dark

as night. Oh, my love ! my love !

'

' See ! see !

'

cried another,
' were ever skies so blue as

those eyes of hers, was ever foam so white as those

white arms ?
'

' Even so she looked whom once I wed many summers

gone/ murmured a third,
' even so when first I drew

her veil. Hers was that gentle smile breaking like

ripples on the water, hers that curling hair, hers that

child-like grace/
' Was ever woman so queenly made ?

'

said a fourth.

* Look now on the brow of pride, look on the deep, dark

eyes of storm, the arched lips, and the imperial air.

Ah, here indeed is a Goddess meet for worship/
' Not so I see her/ cried a fifth, that man who had

come from the host of the Apura. 'Pale she is and

fair, tall indeed, but delicately shaped, brown is her hair,

and brown are her great eyes like the eyes of a stag,

and ah, sadly she looks upon me, longing for my love/

.
* My eyes are opened/ screamed the blind man at the

Wanderer's side.
'

My eyes are opened, and I see the

pylon tower and the splendid sun. Love hath touched

me on the eyes and they are opened. But lo ! not one

shape hath she but many shapes. Oh, she is Beauty's

self, and no tongue may tell her glory. Let me die !

let me die, for my eyes are opened. I have looked on

Beauty's self ! I know what all the world journeys on

to seek, and why we die and what we go to find in death/

V



CHAPTER VI.

THE WARDENS OF THE GATE.

THE clamour swelled or sank, and the men called

and cried the names of many women, some dead, some

lost. Others were mute, silent in the presence of the

World's Desire, silent as when we see lost faces in a

dream. The Wanderer had looked once and then cast

down his eyes and stood with his face hidden in his

hands. He alone waited and strove to think
;
the rest

were abandoned to the bewilderment of their passions

and their amaze.

What was it that he had seen ? That which he had \

sought his whole life long; sought by sea and land, )

not knowing what he sought. For this he had wandered/

with a hungry heart, and now was the hunger of his

heart to be appeased ? Between him and her was the

unknown barrier and the invisible Death. Was he to

pass the unmarked boundary, to force those guarded

gates and achieve where all had failed ? Had a magic
.eceived his eyes ? Did he look but on a picture and

vision that some art could call again from the haunted

>lace of Memory ?

He sighed and looked again. Lo ! in his charmed
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sight a fair girl seemed to stand upon the pylon brow,

and on her head she bore a shining urn of bronze.

He knew her now. He had seen her thus at the

court of King Tyndareus as he drove in his chariot

through the ford of Eurotas
;
thus he had seen her also

in the dream on the Silent Isle.

Again he sighed and again he looked. Now in his

charmed sight a woman sat, whose face was the face of

the girl, grown more lovely far, but sad with grief and

touched with shame.

He saw her and he knew her. So he had seen her

in Troy towers when he stole thither in a beggar's guise

from the camp of the Achaeans. So he had seen her

when she saved his life in Ilios.

Again he sighed and again he looked, and now he

saw the Golden Helen.

She stood upon the pylon's brow. She stood with

arms outstretched, with eyes upturned, and on her

shining face there was a smile like the infinite smile

the dawn. Oh, now indeed he knew the shape that

was Beauty's self the innocent Spirit of Love sent on

earth by the undying Gods to be the doom and the

delight of men; to draw them through the ways of

strife to the unknown end.

Awhile the Golden Helen stood thus looking up and

out to the worlds beyond ;
to the peace beyond the

strife, to the goal beyond the grave. Thus she stood

while men scarce dared to breathe, summoning all to

come and take that which upon the earth is guarded so

invincibly.

Then once more she sang, and as she sang, slowly
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drew herself away, till at length nothing was left of the

vision of her save the sweetness of her dying song.

Who wins his Love shall lose her,

Who loses her shall gain,

For still the spirit woos her,

A soul without a stain
;

And Memory still pursues Ler

With longings not in vain !

He loses her who gains her,

Who watches day by day
The dust of time that stains her,

The griefs that leave her gray,
The flesh that yet enchains her

Whose grace hath passed away !

Oh, happier he who gains not

The Love some seem to gain :

The Joy that custom stains nut

Shall still with him remain,
The loveliness that wanes not,

The Love that ne'er can wane.

In dreams she grows not older

The lands of Dream among,

Though all the world wax colder.

Though all the songs be sung,
In dreams doth he behold her

Still fair and kind and young.

Now the silence died away, and again madness came

upon those who had listened and looked. The men
without the wall once more hurled themselves against

the gates, while the women clung to them, shrieking

curses on the beauty of the Hathor, for the song meant

nothing to these women, and their arms were about

those whom they loved and who won them their bread.

But most of the men who were in the outer court

rushed up to the inner gates within which stood the
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alabaster shrine of the Hathor. Some flung themselves

upon the ground and clutched at it, as in dreams men

fling themselves down to be saved from falling into a

pit that has no bottom. Yet as in such an evil slumber

the dreamer is drawn inch by inch to the mouth of the

pit by an unseen hand, so these wretched men were

dragged along the ground by the might of their own

desire. In vain they set their feet against the stones

to hold themselves from going, for they thrust forward

yet more fiercely with their hands, and thus little by
little drew near the inner gates writhing forwards yet

moving backwards like a wounded snake dragged along

by a rope. For of those who thus entered the outer

court and looked upon the Hathor, few might go back

alive.

Now the priests drew the cloths from their eyes, and

rising, flung wide the second gates, and there, but a

little way off, the veil of the shrine wavered as if in a

wind. For now the doors beyond the veil were thrown

open, as might be seen when the wind swayed its

Tyrian web, and through the curtain came the sound

of the same sweet singing.
' Draw near ! Draw near !

'

cried the ancient priest.
' Let him who would win the Hathor draw near !

'

Now at first the Wanderer was minded to rush on.

But his desire had not wholly overcome him, nor had

his wisdom left him. He took counsel with his heart

and waited to let the others go, and to see how it fared

with them.

The worshippers were now hurrying back and now

starting onwards, as fear and longing seised them, till
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the man who was blind drew near, led by the hand of

a priest, for his hound might not enter the second court

of the temple.
' Do ye fear ?

'

he cried.
'

Cowards, I fear not. It

is better to look upon the glory of the Hathor and

die than to live and never see her more. Set my
face straight, ye priests, set my face straight, at the

worst I can but die/

So they led him as near the curtains as they dared to

go and set his face straight. Then with a great cry he

rushed on. But he was caught and whirled about like

a leaf in a wind, so that he fell. He rose and again

rushed on, again to be whirled back. A third time he

rose and rushed on, smiting with his blind man's staff.

The blow fell, and stayed in mid-air, and there came a

hollow sound as of a smitten shield, and the staff that

dealt the blow was shattered. Then there was a noise

like the noise of clashing swords, and the man instantly

sank down dead, though the Wanderer could see no

wound upon him.
' Draw near ! Draw near !

'

cried the priest again.
1 This one is fallen. Let him who would win the

Hathor draw near !

'

Then the man who had fled from the host of the

Apura rushed forward, crying on the Lion of his tribe.

Back he was hurled, and back again, but at the third

time once more there came the sound of clashing swords,

and he too fell dead.

' Draw near ! Draw near !' cried the priest.
' Another

has fallen | Let him who would win the Uathor <Jraw

near!'
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And now man after man rushed on, to be first, hurled

back and then slain of the clashing swords. And at

length all were slain save the Wanderer alone.

Then the priest spake :

' Wilt thou indeed rush on to doom, thou glorious

man ? Thou hast seen the fate of many. Be warned

and turn away/
' Never did I turn from man or ghost,' said the Wan-

derer, and drawing his short sword he came near, warily

covering his head with his broad shield, while the

priests stood back to see him die. Now, the Wanderer

had marked that none were touched till they stood

upon the very threshold of the doorway. Therefore he

uttered a prayer to Aphrodite and came on slowly till

his feet were within a bow's length of the threshold,

and there he stood and listened. Now he could hear

the very words of the song that the Hathor sang as she

wove at her loom. So dread and sweet it was that for

a while he thought no more on the Guardians of the

Gate, nor of how he might win the way, nor of aught

save the song. For she was singing shrill and clear in

his own dear tongue, the tongue of the Achaeans :

/ Paint with threads of gold and scarlet, paint the battles fouglit

for me,
/ All the wars for Argive Helen ; storm and sack by land or sea ;

All the tale of loves and sorrows that have been and are to be.

Paint her lips that like a cup have pledged the lips of heroes all,

\ Paint her golden hair unwhitened while the many winters fall,

\ Paint the beauty that is mistress of the wide world and its thrall !

\ Paint the storms of ships and chariots, rain of arrows flying far,

\ Paint the waves of Warfare leaping up at Beauty like a star,

l4ke a star that pale and trembling hangs above the waves of War.
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Paint the ancient Ilios fallen ; paint the flames that scaled the

sky,

When the foe was in the fortress, when the trumpet and the cry

Rang of men in their last onset, men whose hour had dawned to

die.

Woe for me once loved of all men, me that never yet have

known
How to love the hearts that loved me. Woe for me, who hear

the moan
Of my lovers' ghosts that perished in their cities overthrown.

Is there not, of Gods or mortals, oh, ye Gods, is there not one

One whose heart shall mate with my heart, one to love ere all be

done,

All the tales of wars that shall be for my love beneath the sun ?

Now the song died away, and the Wanderer once

more bethought him of the Wardens of the Gate and

of the battle which he must fight. But as he braced

himself to rush on against the unseen foe the music of

the singing swelled forth again, and whether he willed it

or willed it not, so sweet was its magic that there he

must wait till the song was done. And now stronger

and more gladly rang the sweet shrill voice, like the

voice of one who has made moan through the livelong

winter night, and now sees the chariot of the dawn

climbing the eastern sky. And thus the Hathor

Ah, within my heart a hunger for the love unfelt, unknown,
Stirs at length, and wakes and murmurs as a child that wakes to

moan,
Left to sleep within some silent house of strangers and alone.

So my heart awakes, and waking, moans with hunger and with

cold,

Cries in pain of dim remembrance for the joy that was of old
;

For the love that was, that shall be, half forgot and half foretold.



1 62 THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

Have I dreamed it or remembered ? In another world was I,

Lived and loved in alien seasons, moved beneath a golden sky,
In a golden clime where never came the strife of men that die.

But the Gods themselves were jealous, for our bliss was over

great,

And they brought on us division, and the horror of their Hate,
And they set the Snake between us, and the twining coils of

Fate.

And they said,
* Go forth and seek each other's face, and only

find

Shadows of that face ye long for, dreams of days left far

behind,
Love the shadows and be loved with loves that waver as the

wind.'

Once more the sweet singing died away, but as the

Wanderer grasped his sword and fixed the broad shield

upon his arm he remembered the dream of Meriamun

the Queen, which had been told him by Rei the Priest.

For in that dream twain who had sinned were made

three, and through many deaths and lives must seek

each other's face. And now it seemed that the burden

of the song was the burden of the dream.

Then he thought no more on dreams, or songs, or

omens, but only on the deadly foe that stood before him

wrapped in darkness, and on Helen, in whose arms he

yet should lie, for so the Goddess had sworn to him in

sea-girt Ithaca. He spoke no word, he named no God,

but sprang forward as a lion springs from his bed of

reeds
; and, lo ! his buckler clashed against shields that

barred the way, and invisible arms seized him to hurl

him back. But no weakling was the Wanderer, thus to

be pushed aside by magic, but the stoutest man left

alive in the whole world now that Aias, Telamon's son,
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was dead. The priests wondered as they saw how he

gave back never a step, for all the might of the Wardens

of the Gate, but lifted his short sword and hewed down

so terribly that fire leapt from the air where the short

sword fell, the good short sword of Euryalus the Phae-

acian. Then came the clashing of the swords, and from

all the golden armour that once the god-like Paris wore,

ay, from buckler, helm, and greaves, and breastplate

the sparks streamed up as they stream from the anvil

of the smith when he smites great blows on swords

made white with fire.

Swift as hail fell the blows of the unseen blades upon
the golden armour, but he who wore it took no harm,

nor was it so much as marked with the dint of the

swords. So while the priests wondered at this miracle

the viewless Wardens of the Gate smote at the Wanderer,

and the Wanderer smote at them again. Then of a

sudden he knew this, that they who barred the path

were gone, for no more blows fell, and his sword only

cut the air.

Then he rushed on and passed behind the veil and""

stood within the shrine.

But as the curtains swung behind him the singing

rose again upon the air, and he might not move, but

stood fixed with his eyes gazing where, far up, a loom

was set within the shrine. For the sound of the sing-

ing came from behind the great web gleaming in the

loom, the sound of the song of Helen as she heard

the swords clash and the ringing of the harness of

ose whose knees were loosened in death.- It was

thus she sang:



1 64 THE WORLD'S DESIRE.
\

Clamour of iron on iron, and shrieking of steel upon steel,

\ Hark how they echo again !

Life with the dead is at war, and the mortals are shaken and

reel,

The living are slain by the slain !

Clamour of iron on iron
;
like music that chimes with a song,

So with my life doth it chime,
And my footsteps must fall in the dance of Erinnys, a revel of

wrong,
Till the day of the passing of Time !

Ghosts of the dead that have loved me, your love have been

vanquished of death,

But unvanquished of death is your hate
;

Say, is there none that may woo me and win me of all that draw

breath,

Not one but is envied of Fate ?

Now the song died, and the Wanderer looked up, and

before him stood three shadows of mighty men clad in

armour. He gazed upon them, and he knew the

blazons painted on their shields; he knew them for

heroes long dead Pirithous, Theseus, and Aias.

They looked upon him, and then cried with one

voice :

' Hail to thee, Odysseus of Ithaca, son of Laertes !

'

* Hail to thee/ cried the Wanderer,
'

Theseus, ^Egeus'

son ! Once before didst thou go down into the House

of Hades, and alive thou earnest forth again. Hast

thou crossed yet again the stream of Ocean, and dost

thou live in the sunlight ? For of old I sought thee

and found thee not in the House of Hades ?
'

The semblance of Theseus answered :

' In the House

of Hades I abide this day, and in the fields of asphodel.

But that thou seest is a shadow, sent forth by the
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Queen Persephone, to be the guard of the beauty of

Helen/

'Hail to thee, Pirithous, Ixion's son/ cried the

Wanderer again.
' Hast thou yet won the dread

Persephone to be thy love? And why doth Hades

give his rival holiday to wander in the sunlight, for of

old I sought thee, and found thee not in the House of

Hades/

Then the semblance of Pirithous answered :

' In the House of Hades I dwell this day, and that

thou seest is but a shadow which goes with the shadow

of the hero Theseus. For where he is am I, and where

he goes I go, and our very shadows are not sundered
;

but we guard the beauty of Helen/

'Hail to thee, Aias, Telamon's son/ cried the Wan-

derer.
' Hast thou not forgotten thy wrath against me,

for the sake of those accursed arms that I won from

thee, the arms of Achilles, son of Peleus ? For of old

in the House of Hades I spoke to thee, but thou

wouldst not answer one word, so heavy was thine

anger/

Then the semblance of Aias made answer :

' With

iron upon iron, and the stroke of bronze on bronze,

would I answer thee, if I were yet a living man and

looked upon the sunlight. But I smite with a shadowy

spear and slay none but men foredoomed, and I am the

shade of Aia.s who dwells in Hades. Yet the Queen

Persephone sent me forth to be the guard of the beauty

of Helen/

Then the Wanderer spake.
'

Tell me, ye shadows of the sons of heroes, is the way
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closed, and do the Gods forbid it, or may I that am yet

a living man pass forward and gaze on that ye guard, on

the beauty of Helen ?
'

Then each of the three nodded with his head, and

smote once upon his shield, saying :

' Pass by, but look not back upon us, till thou hast

seen thy desire.'

Then the Wanderer went by, into the innermost

chamber of the alabaster shrine.

Now when the shadows had spoken thus, they grew
dim and vanished, and the Wanderer, as they had

commanded, drew slowly up on the alabaster shrine, till

at length he stood on the hither side of the web upon
the loom. It was a great web, wide and high, and hid

all the innermost recesses of the shrine. Here he

waited, not knowing how he should break in upon the

Hathor.

As he stood wondering thus his buckler slipped from

his loosened hand and clashed upon the marble floor,

and as it clashed the voice of the Hathor took up the

broken song ;
and thus she sang ever more sweetly :

Ghosts of the dead that have loved me, your love has been

vanquished by Death,
But unvanquished by Death is your Hate

;

Say, is there none that may woo me and win me of all that draw

breath,

Not one but is envied of Fate ?

None that may pass you unwounded, unscathed of invisible

spears

By the splendour of Zeus there is one,
And he comes, and my spirit is touched as Demeter is touched

by the tears

Of the Spring and the kiss of the sun
!.
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For he comes, and my heart that was chill as a lake in the season

of snow,
Is molten, and glows as with fire.

And the Love that I knew not is born and he laughs in my heart,

and I know
The name and the flame of Desire.

As a flame am I kindled, a flame that is blown by a wind from

the North,

By a wind that is deadly with cold,

And the hope that awoke in me faints, for the Love that is born

shall go forth

To my Love, and shall die as of old !

Now the song sobbed itself away, but the heart of

the Wanderer echoed to its sweetness as a lyre moans

and thrills when the hand of the striker is lifted from

the strings.

For a while he stood thus, hidden by the web upon
the loom, while his limbs shook like the leaves of the

tall poplar, and his face turned white as turn the poplar

leaves. Then desire overcame him, and a longing he

could not master, to look upon the face of her who sang,

and he seized the web upon the loom, and rent it with

a great rending noise, so that it fell down on either side

of him, and the gold coils rippled at his feet.



CHAPTER VII.

THE SHADOW IN THE SUNLIGHT.

THE torn web fell the last veil of the Stranger^

Hathor. It fell, and all its unravelled threads of glit-

tering gold and scarlet rippled and coiled about the

Wanderer's feet, and about the pillars of the loom.

The web was torn, the veil was rent, the labour was

lost, the pictured story of loves and wars was all

undone.

But there, white in the silvery dusk of the alabaster

shrine, there was the visible Helen, the bride and the

daughter of Mystery, the World's Desire !

There shone that fabled loveliness of which no story

was too strange, of which all miracles seemed true.

There, her hands folded on her lap, her head bowed

there sat she whose voice was the echo of all sweet

voices, she whose shape was the mirror of all fair

forms, she whose changeful beauty, so they said, was

the child of the changeful moon.

Helen sat in a chair of ivory, gleaming even through
the sunshine of her outspread hair. She was clothed

in soft folds of white
; on her breast gleamed the Star-

stone, the red stone of the
sea-deeps

that melts in the
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sunshine, but that melted not on the breast of Helen.

Moment by moment the red drops from the ruby heart

of the star fell on her snowy raiment, fell and vanished,

fell and vanished, and left no stain.

The Wanderer looked on her face, but the beauty

and the terror of it, as she raised it, were more than he

could bear, and he stood like those who saw the terror

and the beauty of that face which changes men to

stone.

For the lovely eyes of Helen stared wide, her lips, yet

quivering with the last notes of song, were open wide

in fear. She seemed like one who walks alone, and

suddenly, in the noonday light, meets the hated dead
;

encountering the ghost of an enemy come back to earth

with the instant summons of doom.

For a moment the sight of her terror made even the

Wanderer afraid. What was the horror she beheld in

this haunted shrine, where was none save themselves

alone ? What was with them in the shrine ?

Then he saw that her eyes were fixed on his golden

armour which Paris once had worn, on the golden shield

with the blazon of the White Bull, on the golden helm,

whose visor was down so that it quite hid his eyes and

his face and then at last her voice broke from her :

'Paris! Paris! Paris! Has Death lost hold of

thee ? Hast thou come to drag me back to thee and

to shame ? Paris, dead Paris ! Who gave thee courage
to pass the shadows of men whom on earth thou hadst

not dared to face in war ?
'

Then she wrung her hands, and laughed aloud with

the empty laugh of fear.
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A thought came into that crafty mind of the Wan-

derer's, and he answered her, not in his own voice, but

in the smooth, soft, mocking voice of the traitor Paris,

whom he had heard forswear himself in the oath before

Ilios.

'

So, lady, thou hast not yet forgiven Paris ? Thou

/ weavest the ancient web, thou singest the ancient songs

1 art thou still unkind as of old ?
'

'

Why art thou come back to taunt me ?
'

she said,

and now she spoke as if an old familiar fear and horror

were laying hold of her and mastering her again, after

long freedom.
' Was it not enough to betray me in the

semblance of my wedded lord ? Why dost thou mock ?
'

' In love all arts are fair/ he answered in the voice of

Paris.
'

Many have loved thee, Lady, and they are all

dead for thy sake, and no love but mine has been more

strong than death. There is none to blame us now,

and none to hinder. Troy is down, the heroes are

white dust
; only Love lives yet. Wilt thou not learn,

Lady, how a shadow can love ?
'

She had listened with her head bowed, but now she

leaped up with blazing eyes and face of fire.

'

Begone !

'

she said,
' the heroes are dead for my sake,

and to my shame, but the shame is living yet. Begone !

Never in life or death shall my lips touch the false

lips that lied away my honour, and the false face that

wore the favour of my lord's.'

For it was by shape-shifting and magic art, as poets

tell, that Paris first beguiled Fair Helen.

Then the Wanderer spoke again with the sweet,

smooth voice of Paris, son of Priam.
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'As I passed up the shrine where thy glory dwells,

Helen, I heard thee sing. And thou didst sing of the

waking of thy heart, of the arising of Love within thy

soul, and of the coming of one for whom thou dost

wait, whom thou didst love long since and shalt love

for evermore. And as thou sangest, I came, I Paris,

who was thy love, and who am thy love, and who alone

of ghosts and men shall be thy love again. Wilt thou

still bid me go ?
'

'

I sang,' she answered,
'

yes, as the Gods put it in

my heart so I sang for indeed it seemed to me that one

came who was my love of old, and whom alone I must

love, alone for ever. But thou wast not in my heart,

thou false Paris ! Nay, I will tell thee, and with the

name will scare thee back to Hell. He was in my
heart whom once as a maid I saw driving in his chariot

through the ford of Eurotas while I bore water from

the well. He was in my heart whom once I saw in

^roy, when he crept thither clad in a beggar's guise,

y, Paris, I will name him by his name, for though he

long dead, yet him alone methinks I loved from the

rery first, and him alone I shall love till my deathless-

less is done Odysseus, son of Laertes, Odysseus o:

[thaca, he was named among men, and Odysseus was

in my heart as I sang and in my heart he shall ever be,

though the Gods in their wrath have given me to

others, to my shame, and against my will/

Now when the Wanderer heard her speak, and heard

his own name upon her lips, and knew that the Golden

Helen loved him alone, it seemed to him as though his

heart would burst his harness. No word could he find
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in his heart to speak, but he raised the visor of his

helm.

She looked she saw and knew him for Odysseus

even Odysseus of Ithaca. Then in turn she hid her

yes with her hands, and speaking through them said :

'

Oh, Paris ! ever wast thou false, but, ghost or man,

of all thy shames this is the shamefullest, Thou hast

taken the likeness of a hero dead, and thou hast heard

me speak such words of him as Helen never spoke

before. Fie on thee, Paris 1 fie on thee ! who wouldest

trick me into shame as once before thou didst trick me
in the shape of Menelaus, who was my lord. Now I will

call on Zeus to blast thee with his bolts. Nay, not on

Zeus will I call, but on Odysseus' self. Odysseus !

Odysseus ! Come thou from the shades and smite this

Paris, this trickster, who even in death finds ways to

mock thee/

She ceased, and with eyes upturned and arms out-

stretched murmured,
*

Odysseus ! Odysseus ! Come/

Slowly the Wanderer drew near to the glory of the

Golden Helen slowly, slowly he came, till his dark

eyes looked into her eyes of blue. Then at last he

found his voice and spake.

Helen ! Argive Helen !

'

he said,
'

I am no shadow

come up from Hell to torment thee, and of Trojan Paris

I know nothing. For I am Odysseus, Odysseus of

Ithaca, a living man beneath the sunlight. Hither am
I come to seek thee, hither I am come to win thee to

my heart. For yonder in Ithaca Aphrodite visited me
in a dream, and bade me wander out upon the seas till

at length I found thee, Helen, and saw the Red Star
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blaze upon thy breast. And I have wandered, and I

have dared, and I have heard thy song, and rent the

web of Fate, and I have seen the Star, and lo ! at last,

at last ! I find thee. Well I saw thou knewest the arms

of Paris, who was thy husband, and to try thee I spoke

with the voice of Paris, as of old thou didst feign the

voices of our wives when we lay in the wooden horse

within the walls of Troy. Thus I drew the sweetness

of thy love from thy secret breast, as the sun draws out

the sweetness of the flowers. But now I declare myself

to be Odysseus, clad in the mail of Paris Odysseus

come on this last journey to be thy love and lord/

And he ceased.

She trembled and looked at him doubtfully, but at

last she spoke :

' Well do I remember/ she said,
' that when I washed

the limbs of Odysseus, in the halls of Ilios, I marked a

great white scar beneath his knee. If indeed thou art.

Odysseus, and not a phantom from the Gods, show me
that great scar/

Then the Wanderer smiled, and, resting his buckler

against the pillar of the loom, drew off his golden

greave, and there was the scar that the boar dealt with

his tusk on the Parnassian hill when Odysseus was

a boy.
'

Look, Lady/ he said
;

'

is this the scar that once

thine eyes looked on in the halls of Troy ?
'

'

Yea/ she said,
*
it is the very scar, and now I know

that thou art no ghost and no lying shape, but Odys-

seus' self, come to be my love and lord/ and she looked

most sweetly in his eyes.
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Now the Wanderer wavered no more, but put out his

arms to gather her to his heart. Now the Red Star

was hidden on his breast, now the red drops dripped

from the Star upon his mail, and the face of her who is

the World's Desire grew soft in the shadow of his helm,

while her eyes were melted to tears beneath his kiss.

The Gods send all lovers like joy !

Softly she sighed, softly drew back from his arms,

and her lips were opened to speak when a change came

over her face. The kind eyes were full of fear again, as

she gazed where, through the window of the shrine of

alabaster, the sunlight fell in gold upon the chapel

floor. What was that which flickered in the sun-

light? or was it only the dance of the motes in the

beam ? There was no shadow cast in the sunshine
;

why did she gaze as if she saw another watching
this meeting of their loves? However it chanced,

she mastered her fear
;
there was even a smile on her

lips and mirth in her eyes as she turned and spoke

again.
'

Odysseus, thou art indeed the cunningest of men.

Thou hast stolen my secret by thy craft; who save

thee would dream of craft in such an hour ? For when

I thought thee Paris, and thy face was hidden by thy

helm, I called on Odysseus in my terror, as a child cries

to a mother. Methinks I have ever held him dear;

always I have found him ready at need, though the

Gods have willed that till this hour my love might not

be known, nay, not to my own heart
;
so I called on

Odysseus, and those words were wrung from me to

scare false Paris back to his own place* But the words
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that should have driven Paris down to Hell drew

Odysseus to my breast. And now it is done, and I

will not go back upon my words, for we have kissed

our kiss of troth, before the immortal Gods have we

kissed, and those ghosts who guard the way to Helen,

and whom thou alone couldst pass, as it was fated, are

witnesses to our oath. And now the ghosts depart, for

no more need they guard the beauty of Helen. It is \

given to thee to have and keep, and now is Helen once I

more a very woman, for at thy kiss the curse was

broken. Ah, friend ! since my lord died in pleasant\

Lacedsemon, what things have I seen and suffered by I

the Gods' decree ! But two things I will tell thee,

Odysseus, and thou shalt read them as thou mayest.

Though never before in thy life-days did thy lips touch

mine, yet I know that not now for the first time we

kiss. And this I know also, for the Gods have set it in

my heart, that though our love shall be short, and little

joy shall we have one of another, yet death shall not

end it. For, Odysseus, I am a daughter of the Gods,

and though I sleep and forget that which has been in

my sleep, and though my shape change as but now it

seemed to change in the eyes of those ripe to die, yet I

die not. And for thee, though thou art mortal, death

shall be but as the short summer nights that mark off

day from day. For thou shalt live again, Odysseus, as

thou hast lived before, and life by life we shall meet

and love till the end is come/

As the Wanderer listened he thought once more of

that dream of Meriamun the Queen, which the priest

Rei had told him. But he said nothing of it to Helen
;
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for about the Queen and her words to him it seemed

wisest not to speak.
* It will be well to live, Lady, if life by life I find

thee for a love.'

' Life by life thou shalt find me, Odysseus, in this

shape or in that shalt thou find me for beauty has

many forms, and love has many names but thou shalt

ever find me but to lose me again. I tell thee that as

but now thou wonnest thy way through the ranks of

those who watch me, the cloud lifted from my mind, and

I remembered, and I foresaw, and I knew why I, the

loved of many, might never love in turn. I knew then,

Odysseus, that I am but the instrument of the Gods,

who use me for their ends. And I knew that I loved

thee, and thee only, but with a love that began before

the birth-bed, and shall not be consumed by the funeral

flame.'

/
' So be it, Lady,' said the Wanderer,

'

for this I know,

/ that never have I loved woman or Goddess as I love

/ thee, who art henceforth as the heart in my breast, that

/ without which I may not live.'

' Now speak on/ she said,
'

for such words as these

are like music in my ears.'

'Ay, I will speak on. Short shall be our love, thou

sayest, Lady, and my own heart tells me that it is born

to be brief of days. .
I know that now I go on my last

voyaging, and that death comes upon me from the

water, the swiftest death that may be. This then I

would dare to ask : When shall we twain be one ? For

if the hours of life be short, let us love while we may.'

JTow Helen's golden hair fell before her eyes like
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the bride's veil, and she was silent for a time. Then

she spoke :

' Not now, and not while I dwell in this holy place

may we be wed, Odysseus, for so should we call down

upon us the hate of Gods and men. Tell me, then,

where thou dwellest in the city, and I will come to

thee. Nay, it is not meet. Hearken, Odysseus. To-

morrow, one hour before the midnight, see that thou

dost stand without the pylon gates of this my temple ;

then I will pass out to thee as well I may, and thou

shalt know me by the jewel, the Star-stone on my breast

that shines through the darkness, and by that alone, and

lead me whither thou wilt. For then thou shalt be my
lord, and I will be thy wife. And thereafter, as the

Gods show us, so will we go. For know, it is in my
mind to fly this land of Khem, where month by month

the Gods have made the people die for me. So till

then, farewell, Odysseus, my love, found after many days.'

'It is well, Lady,' answered the Wanderer. ' To-

orrow night I meet thee without the pylon gates. I

Iso am minded to fly this land of witchcraft and of

orror, but I may scarce depart till Pharaoh return

again. For he has gone down to battle and has left me
to guard his palace.'

' Of that we will talk hereafter. Go now ! Go swiftly,

for here we may not talk more of earthly love,' said the

Golden Helen.

Then he took her hand and kissed it and passed from

before her glory as a man amazed.

But in his foolish wisdom he spoke no word to her of

Meriamun the Queen.



CHAPTER VIII.

THE LOOSING OF THE SPIRIT OF REI.

the Priest had fled with what speed he might

from the Gates of Death, those gates that guarded the

loveliness of Helen and opened only upon men doomed

to die. The old man was heavy at heart, for he loved

the Wanderer. Among the dark children of Khem he

had seen none like this Achsean, none so goodly, so

strong, and so well versed in all arts of war. He

remembered how this man had saved the life of her he

loved above all women of Meriamun, the moon-child,

the fairest queen who had sat upon the throne of Egypt,

the fairest and the most learned, save Taia only. He

bethought him of the Wanderer's beauty as he stood

upon the board while the long shafts hailed down the

hall. Then he recalled the vision of Meriamun, which

she had told him long years ago, and the shadow in a

golden helm which watched the changed Hataska. The

more he thought, the more he was perplexed and lost

in wonder. What did the Gods intend ? Of one thing

he was sure : the leaders of the host of dreams had

mocked Meriamun. The man of her vision would never

be her love : he had gone to meet his doom at the door

of the Chapel Perilous.
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So Rei hasted on, stumbling in his speed, till he

came to the Palace and passed through its halls towards

bis chamber. At the entrance of her own place he met

Meriamun the Queen. There she stood in the doorway
like a picture in its sculptured frame, nor could any

sight be more beautiful than she was, clad in her Royal

robes, and crowned with the golden snakes. Her black

hair lay soft and deep on her, and her eyes looked

strangely forth from beneath the ivory of her brow.

He bowed low before her and would have passed on,

but she stayed him.
* Whither goest thou, Rei ?

'

she asked,
' and why is

thy face so sad ?
'

'
I go about my business, Queen/ he answered,

' and

I am sad because no tidings come of Pharaoh, nor of

how it has fared with him and the host of the Apura.'

'Perchance thou speakest truth, and yet not all the

truth/ she answered. '

Enter, I would have speech

with thee/

So he entered, arid at her command seated himself

before her in the very seat where the Wanderer had

sat. Now, as he sat thus, of a sudden Meriamun the

Queen slid to her knees before him, and tears were in

her eyes and her breast was shaken with sobs. And
while he wondered, thinking that she wept at last for

her son who was dead among the firstborn, she hid her

face in her hands upon his knees, and trembled.
' What ails thee, Queen, my fosterling ?

'

he said.

But she only took his hand, and laid her own in it,

and the old priest's eyes were dim with tears. So she

sat for awhile, and then she looked up, but still she did
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not find words. And he caressed the beautiful Imperial

head, that no man had seen bowed before.
' What is it,

my daughter ?
'

he said, and she answered at last :

' Hear me, old friend, who art my only friend for if

I speak not my heart will surely burst
;
or if it break

not, my brain will burn and I shall be no more a Queen
but a living darkness, where vapours creep, and wan-

dering lights shine faintly on the ruin of my mind.

Mindest thou that hour it was the night after the

hateful night that saw me Pharaoh's wife when I crept

to thee and told thee the vision that had come upon

my soul, had come to mock me even at Pharaoh's side ?
'

'
I mind it well,' said Rei

;

'
it was a strange vision,

nor might my wisdom interpret it.'

' And mindest thou what I told thee of the man of

my vision the glorious man whom I must love, he who

was clad in golden armour and wore a golden helm

wherein a spear-point of bronze stood fast ?
'

'

Yes, I mind it,' said Rei.

' And how is that man named ?
'

she asked, whisper-

ing, and staring on him with wide eyes.
'

Is he not

named Eperitus, the Wanderer ? And hath he not

come hither, the spear-point in his helm ? And is not

the hand of Fate upon me, Meriamun ? Hearken, Rei,

hearken ! I love him as it was fated I should love.

When first I looked on him as he came up the Hall of

Audience in his glory, I knew him. I knew him for

that man who shares the curse laid aforetime on him,

and on the woman, and on me, when, in an unknown

place, twain became three and were doomed to strive

from life to life and work each other's woe upon the
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earth. I knew him, Rei, though he knew me not, and

I say that my soul shook at the echo of his step, and

my heart blossomed as the black earth blossoms when

after flood Sihor seeks his banks again. A glory came

upon me, Rei, and I looked back through all the mists

of time and knew him for my love, and I looked forward

into the depths of time to be and knew him for my
love. Then I looked on the present hour, and naught

could I see but darkness, and naught could I hear

but the groans of dying men and a shrill sound as of

a woman singing.'
' An ill tale, Queen/ said Rei.

'

Ay, an ill tale, Rei, but half untold. Hearken

again, I will tell thee all. Madness hath entered into

me from the Hathor of Atarhechis, the Queen of Desire.

I am mad with love, even I who never loved. Oh, Rei !

Rei ! I would win this man. Nay, look not so sternly

on me, it is Fate that drives me on. Last night I spoke J

to him and discovered to him the name he hides from/

us, his own name, Odysseus, Laertes' son, Odysseus of

Ithaca. Ay, thou startest, but so it is. I learned it by

my magic, and wrung the truth even from the guile of

the most crafty of men. But it seemed to me that he

turned from me, though this much I won from him,

that he had journeyed from far to seek me, the Bride

that the Gods have promised him.'

The priest leaped up from his seat.
'

Lady !

'

he

cried,
'

Lady ! whom I serve and whom I have loved

from a child, thy brain is sick, and not thy heart. Thou

canst not love him. Dost thou not remember that thou

art Queen of Khem and Pharaoh's wife? Wilt thou
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throw thy honour in the mire to be trampled by a

wandering stranger?'

'Ay/ she answered, 'I am Queen of Khem and

Pharaoh's wife, but never Pharaoh's love. Honour !

Why dost thou prate to me of honour ? Like Nile in

flood, my love hath burst the bulwark of my honour,

and I mark not where custom set it. For all around

the waters seethe and foam, and on them, like a broken

lily, floats the wreck of my lost honour. Talk not to

me of honour, Kei, teach me rather how I may win my
hero to my arms.'

' Thou art mad indeed,' he groaned ;

'
nevertheless I

had forgotten, this must needs end in words and tears.

Meriamun, I bring thee tidings. He whom thou desirest

is lost to thee for ever to thee and all the world/

She heard, then sprang from the couch and stood

over him like a lioness over a smitten stag, her fierce

and lovely face alive with rage and fear.

'
Is he dead ?

'

she hissed in his ear.
' Dead ! and I

knew it not ? Then thou hast murdered him, and thus

I avenge his murder.'

With the word she snatched a dagger from her girdle

that same dagger with which she once had struck at

Meneptah her brother, when he would have kissed her

and high it flashed above Rei the Priest.

'Nay/ she went on, letting the knife fall; 'after

another fashion shalt thou die more slowly, Rei, yes,

more slowly. Thou knowest the torment of the palm-
tree ? By that thou shalt die !

'

She paused, and stood

above him with quivering limbs, and breast that heaved,

and eyes that flashed like stars.
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'

Stay ! stay !

'

he cried.
'

It is not I who have slain

this Wanderer, if he indeed is dead, but his own folly.

For he is gone up to look upon the Strange Hathor,

and those who look upon the Hathor do battle with the

Unseen Swords, and those who do battle with the

Unseen Swords must lie in the baths of bronze and

seek the Under World.'

The face of Meriamun grew white at this word, as

the alabaster of the walls, and she cried aloud with a

great cry. Then she sank upon the couch, pressing her

hand to her brow and moaning :

' How may I save him ? How may I save him from

that accursed witch ? Alas ! It is too late but at

least I will know his end, ay, and hear of the beauty of

her who slays him. Rei,' she whispered, not in the

speech of Khem, but in the dead tongue of a dead

people,
' be not wrath with me. Oh, have pity on my

weakness. Thou knowest of the Putting-forth of the

Spirit is it not so ?
'

'

I am instructed,' he answered, ID the same speech ;

'twas I who taught thee this art, I, and that Ancient

vil which is thine.'

' True it was thou, Rei. Thou hast ever loved me,

so thou swearest, and many a deed of dread have we

dared together. Lend me thy Spirit, Rei, that I may
send it forth to the Temple of the False Hathor, and

learn what passes in the temple, and of the death of

him whom I must love.'

' An ill deed, Meriamun, and a fearful,' he answered,

'for there shall my Spirit meet them who watch the

gates, and who knows what may chance when the
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bodiless one that yet hath earthly life meets the bodiless

ones who live no more on earth ?
'

' Yet wilt thou dare it, Rei, for love of me, as being

instructed thou alone canst do/ she pleaded.

'Never have I refused thee aught, Meriamun, nor

will I say thee nay. This only I ask of thee that if

my Spirit comes back no more, thou wilt bury me in

that tomb which I have made ready by Thebes, and if

it may be, by thy strength of magic wring me from the

power of the strange Wardens. I am prepared thou

knowest the spell say it/

He sank back in the carven couch, and looked

upwards. Then Meriamun drew near to him, gazed

into his eyes and whispered in his ear in that dead

tongue she knew. And as she whispered the face of

Rei grew like the face of one dead. She drew back

and spoke aloud :

'Art thou loosed, Spirit of Rei ?'

Then the lips of Rei answered her, saying :

'

I am

loosed, Meriamun. Whither shall I go ?
'

' To the court of the Temple of Hathor, that is before

the shrine/

'

It is done, Meriamun/
' What seest thou ?

'

'

I see a man clad in golden armour. He stands

with buckler raised before the doorway of the shrine,

and before him are the ghosts of heroes dead, though
he may not see them with the eyes of the flesh. From

within the shrine there comes a sound of singing, and

he listens to the singing/
' What does he hear ?

'
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Then the loosed Spirit of Rei the Priest told

Meriamun the Queen all the words of the song that

Helen sang. And when she heard and knew that it

was Argive Helen who sat in the halls of Hathor, the

heart of the Queen grew faint within her, and her

knees trembled. Yet more did she tremble when she

learned those words that rang like the words she herself

had heard in her vision long ago telling of bliss that

had been, of the hate of the Gods, and of the unending

Quest.

Now the song ended, and the Wanderer went up

against the ghosts, and the Spirit of Rei, speaking with

the lips of Rei, told all that befell, while Meriamun

hearkened with open ears ay, and cried aloud with

joy when the Wanderer forced his path through the

invisible swords.

Then once more the sweet voice sang and the loosed

Spirit of Rei told the words she sang, and to Meriamun

they seemed fateful. Then he told her all the talk

that passed between the Wanderer and the ghosts.

Now the ghosts being gone she bade the Spirit of\

Rei follow the Wanderer up the sanctuary, and from the \

loosed Spirit she heard how he rent the web, and of all /

the words of Helen and of the craft of him who feigned /

to be Paris. Then the web was torn and the eyes of /

the Spirit of Rei looked on the beauty of her who was'

behind it.

'

Tell me of the face of the False Hathor ?
'

said the

Queen.

And the Spirit of Rei answered :

' Her face is that

beauty which gathered like a mask upon the face of



1 86 THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

dead Hataska, and upon the face of the Bai, and the

face of the Ka, when thou spakest with the spirit of

her thou hadst slain.'

Now Meriamun groaned aloud, for she knew that

doom was on her. Last of all, she heard the telling of

the loves of Odysseus and of Helen, her undying foe,

of their kiss, of their betrothal, and of that marriage

which should be on the morrow night. Meriamun the

Queen said never a word, but when all was done and

the Wanderer had left the shrine again, she whispered

in the ear of Rei the Priest, and drew back his Spirit to

him so that he awoke as a man awakes from sleep.

He awoke and saw the Queen sitting over against

him with a face white as the face of the dead, and

about her deep eyes were lines of black.

' Hast thou heard, Meriamun ?
'

he asked.

'I have heard,' she answered.
' What dreadful thing hast thou heard ?

'

he asked

again, for he knew naught of that which his Spirit

had seen.

'I have heard things that may not be told/ she said,
' but this I will tell thee. He of whom we spoke hath

passed the ghosts, he hath met with the False Hathor

that accursed woman and he returns here all

unharmed. Now go, Rei !

'



CHAPTER IX.

THE WAKING OF THE SLEEPER.

REI departed, wondering and heavy at heart, and

Meriamun the Queen passed into her bed-chamber, and

there she bade the eunuchs suffer none to enter, made

fast the doors, and threw herself down upon the bed,

hiding her face in its woven cushions. Thus she lay

for many hours as one dead till the darkness of the

evening gathered in the chamber. But though she

moved not, yet in her heart there burned a fire, now

white with heat as the breath of her passion fanned it,

and now waning black and dull as the tears fell from

her eyes. For now she knew all, that the long fore-

boding, sometimes dreaded, sometimes desired, and

again, like a dream, half forgotten, was indeed being

fulfilled. She knew of the devouring love that must

eat her life away, knew that even in the grave she

should find no rest. And her foe was no longer a face

beheld in a vision, but .a living woman, the fairest and

most favoured, Helen of Troy, Argive Helen, the False

Hathor, the torch that fired great cities, the centre of

all desire,, whose life was the daily doom of men.
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Meriamun was beautiful, but her beauty paled before

che face of Helen, as a fire is slain by the sun. Magic

she had also, more than any who were on the earth
;

but what would her spells avail against the niagic of

those changing eyes ? And it was Helen whom the

Wanderer came to seek, for her he had travelled the

wide lands and sailed the seas. But when he told her

of one whom he desired, one whom he sought, she had

deemed that she herself was that one, ay, and had told

him all.

At that thought she laughed out, in the madness of

her anger and her shame. And he had smiled and

spoken of Pharaoh her lord and the while he spoke

he had thought not on her but of the Golden Helen.

Now this at least she swore, that if he might not be

hers, never should he be Helen's. She would see him

dead ere that hour, ay, and herself, and if it might be,

Helen would she see dead also.

To what counsel should she turn ? On the morrow

night these two met
;
on the morrow night they would

fly together. Then on the morrow must the Wanderer

be slain. How should he be slain and leave no tale of

murder ? By poison he might die, and Kurri the

Sidonian should be charged to give the cup. And then

she would slay Kurri, saying that he had poisoned the

Wanderer because of his hate and the loss of his goods

and freedom
;
and yet how could she slay her love ? If

once she slew him then she, too, must die and seek her

joy in the kingdom that Osiris rules, and there she

might find little gladness.

What, then, should she do ? No answer came into
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her, heart. There was one that must answer in her

soul.

Now she rose from the bed and stood for awhile

staring into the dark. Then she groped her way to a

place where there was a carven chest of olive-wood and

ivory, and drawing a key from her girdle she opened

the chest. Within were jewels, mirrors, and unguents

in jars of alabaster ay, and poisons of deadly bane
;

but she touched none of these. Thrusting her hand

eep into the chest, she drew forth a casket of dark

metal that the people deemed unholy, a casket made

of
'

Typhon's Bone/ for so they call gray iron. She

pressed a secret spring. It opened, and feeling within

she found a smaller casket. Lifting it to her lips she

whispered over it words of no living speech, and in the

heavy and scented dark a low flame flickered and trem-

bled on her lips, as she murmured in the tongue of a

dead people. Then slowly the lid opened of itself, like

a living mouth that opens, and as it opened, a gleam
f light stole up from the box into the dusk of the

hamber.

Now Meriamun looked, and shuddered as she looked,

et she put her hand into the box, and muttering,

'Come forth come forth, thou Ancient Evil/ drew

somewhat to her and held it out from her on the palm
of her hand. Behold, it glowed in the dusk of the

amber as a live ember glows among the ashes of the

earth. Red it glowed, and green, and white, and livid

blue, and its shape, as it lay upon her hand, was the

shape of a coiling snake, cut, as it were, in opal and in

emerald.
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For awhile she gazed upon it, shuddering, as one in

doubt.

'Minded am I to let thee sleep, thou Horror/ she

murmured. ' Twice have I looked on thee, and I would

look no more. Nay, I will dare it, thou gift of the old

wisdom, thou frozen fire, thou sleeping Sin, thou living

Death of the Death of the ancient city, for thou alone

hast wisdom.'

Thereon she unclasped the bosom of her robe and

laid the gleaming toy, that seemed a snake of stone,

upon her ivory breast, though she trembled at its icy

touch, for it was more cold than death. With both

her hands she clasped a pillar of the chamber, and so

stood, and she was shaken with throes like the pangs of

childbirth. Thus she endured awhile till that which

was a-cold grew warm, watching its brightness that

shone through her silken dress as the flame of a lamp
shines through an alabaster vase. So she stood for an

hour, then swiftly put off all her robes and ornaments

of gold, and loosing the dark masses of her hair let it

fall round her like a veil. Now she bent her head

down to her breast, and breathed on that which lay

upon her breast, for the Ancient Evil can live only in

the breath of human kind. Thrice she breathed upon

it, thrice she whispered,
' Awake ! Awake ! Awake !

'

And the first time that she breathed the Thing
stirred and sparkled. The second time that she

breathed it undid its shining folds and reared its head

to hers. The third time that she breathed it slid from

her bosom to the floor, then coiled itself about her feet

and slowly grew as grows the magician's magic tree.
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Greater it grew and greater yet, and as it grew it

shone like a torch in a tomb, and wound itself about the

body of Meriamun, wrapping her in its fiery folds till it

reached her middle. Then it reared its head on high,

and from its eyes there flowed a light like the light of

a flame, and lo ! its face was the face of a fair woman

it was the face of Meriamun !

Now face looked on face, and eyes glared into eyes.

Still as a white statue of the Gods stood Meriamun the

Queen, and all about her form and in and out of her

dark hair twined the flaming snake.

At length the Evil spoke spoke with a human voice,

with the voice of Meriamun, but in the dead speech of

a dead people :

'

Tell me my name,' it said.

* Sin is thy name/ answered Meriamun the Queen.
'

Tell me whence I come,' it said again.

b'
From the evil that is in me/ answered Meriamun. 1

' Tell me whither I go.'
* Where I go there thou goest, for I have warmed

thee in my breast and thou art twined about my heart.'

Then the Snake lifted up its human head and

laughed horribly.
' Well art thou instructed/ it said.

' So I love thee

as thou lovest me/ and it bent itself and kissed her on

the lips. 'I am that Ancient Evil, that Life which

endures out of the first death
;
I am that Death which

abides in the living life. I am that which brought on

thee the woe that is in division from the Heart's Desire,

and the name thereof is Hell. From Life to Life thou

t found me at thy hand, now in this shape, now in

P
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that. I taught thee the magic which thou knowest
;
I

showed thee how to win the Throne ! Now, what wilt

thou of me, Meriamun, my Mother, my Sister, and my
Child ? From Life to Life I have been with thee :

ever thou mightest have put me from thee, ever thou

fliest to the wisdom which I have, and ever from thee

I draw my strength, for though without me thou

mightest live, without thee I must die. Say now, what

is it ? tell me, and I will name my price. No more

will I ask than must be, for ah ! I am glad to wake

and live again ; glad to grip thy soul within these

shining folds, to be fair with thy beauty ! to be foul

with thy sin !

'

'

Lay thy lips against my ear and thine ear against

my lips/ said Meriamun the Queen,
' and I will say what

it is that I will of thee, thou Ancient Evil.'

So the human-headed Evil laid its ear against the

lips of Meriamun, and Meriamun laid her lips against

its ears, and they whispered each to each. There in

the darkness they whispered, while the witch-light

glittered down the gray snake's shining folds, beamed

in its eyes, and shone through the Queen's dark hair

and on her snowy breast.

At length the tale was told, and the Snake lifted its

woman's head high in the air and again it laughed.

'He seeks the Good,' it said, 'and he shall find the

111! He looks for Light, and in Darkness shall he

wander ! To Love he turns, in Lust he shall be lost !

He would win the Golden Helen, whom he has sought

through many a war, whom he has followed o'er many
a sea, but first shall he find thee, Meriamun, and
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through thee Death ! For he shall swear by the Snake

who should have sworn by the Star. Far hath he wan-

dered further shall he wander yet, for thy sin shall

be his sin! Darkness shall wear the face of Light

Evil shall shine like Good. I will give him to thee,

Meriamun, but, hearken to my price. No more must

I be laid cold in the gloom while thou walkest in the

sunshine nay, I must be twined about thy body. Fear

not, fear not, I shall seem but a jewel in the eyes of

men, a girdle fashioned cunningly for the body of a

queen. But with thee henceforth I must ever go and

when thou diest, with thee must I die, and with thee

pass where thou dost pass with thee to sleep, with

thee to awake again and so, on and on, till in the end

I win or thou winnest, or she wins who is our foe !

'

'

I give thee thy price,' said Meriamun the Queen.
' So once before thou didst give it/ answered the Evil

;

'

ay, far, far away, beneath a golden sky and in another

clime. Happy wast thou then with him thou dost

desire, but I twined myself about thy heart and of

twain came three and all the sorrow that has been. So

woman thou hast worked, so woman it is ordained. For

thou art she in whom all woes are gathered, in whom
all love is fulfilled. And I have dragged thy glory

down, woman, and I have loosed thee from thy gentle-

ness, and set it free upon the earth, and Beauty is she

named. By beauty doth she work who is the Golden\

Helen, and for her beauty's sake, that all men strive to \

win, are wars and woes, are hopes and prayers, and I

longings without end. But by Evil dost thou work who /

art divorced from Innocence, and evil shalt thou ever /
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bring on him whom thou desirest. A riddle! A
riddle ! Read it who may read it if thou canst, thou

who art named Meriamun and Queen, but who art less

than Queen and jnore. Who art thou ? Who is she

they named the Helen ? Who is that Wanderer who

seeks her from afar, and who, who am I? A riddle ! a

riddle ! that thou mayst not read. Yet is the answer

written on earth and sky and sea, and in the hearts of men.

xx
rNow hearken ! To-morrow night thou shalt take

me and twine me about thy body, doing as I bid thee,

and behold ! for a while thy shape shall wear the shape

of the Golden Helen, and thy face shall be as her face,

and thine eyes as her eyes, and thy voice as her voice.

Then I leave the rest to thee, for as Helen's self thou

shalt beguile the Wanderer, and once, if once only, be a

wife to him whom thou desirest. Naught can I tell

thee of the future, I who am but a counsellor, but here-

after it may be that woes will coine, woes and wars and

death. But what matter these when thou hast had thy

desire, when he hath sinned, and hath sworn by the

Snake who should have sworn by the Star, and when

he is bound to thee by ties that may not be loosed?

Choose, Meriamun, choose ! Put my counsel from thee

and to-morrow this man thou lovest shall be lost to

thee, lost in the arms of Helen; and alone for many

years shalt thou bear the burden of thy lonely love.

Take it, and he shall at least be thine, let come what

may come. Think on it and choose !

'

Thus spake the Ancient Evil, tempting her

was named Meriamun, while she hearkened to the

tempting.
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'
I have chosen/ she said

;

' I will wear the shape of

Helen, and be a wife to him I love, and then let ruin

fall. Sleep, thou Ancient Evil. Sleep, for no more

may I endure thy face of fear that is my face, nor the

light of those flaming eyes that are my eyes made

mad/

Again the Thing reared its human head and laughed

out in triumph. Then slowly it unloosed its gleaming

coils : slowly it slid to the earth and shrank and

withered like a flaming scroll, till at length it seemed

once more but a shining jewel of opal and of amethyst.

* * * *

The Wanderer, when he left the inner secret shrine,

saw no more the guardians of the gates, nor heard the

clash of the swords unseen, for the Gods had given the

beauty of Helen to Odysseus of Ithaca, as it was

foretold.

Without the curtains the priests of the temple were

gathered wondering little could they understand how

it came to pass that the hero who was called Eperitus

had vanished through the curtains and had not been

smitten down by the unseen swords. And when they

saw him come forth glorious and unharmed they cried

aloud with fear.

But he laughed and said,
' Fear not. Victory is to

him whom the Gods appoint. I have done battle with

the wardens of the shrine, and passed them, and

methinks that they are gone. I have looked upon the

Hathor also, and more than that seek ye not to know.

Now give me food, for I am weary/

So they bowed before him, and leading him thence to
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their chamber of banquets gave him of their best, and

watched him while he ate and drank and put from him

the desire of food.

Then he rose and went from the temple, and again

the priests bowed before him. Moreover, they gave

him freedom of the temple, and keys whereby all

the doors might be opened, though little, as they

thought, had he any need of keys.

Now the Wanderer, walking gladly and light of heart,

came to his own lodging in the courts of the Palace.

At the door of the lodging stood Rei the Priest, who,

when he saw him, ran to him and embraced him, so

glad was he that the Wanderer had escaped alive.

'Little did I think to look upon thee again,

Eperitus/ he said. 'Had it not been for that which

the Queen
'

and he bethought himself and stayed

his speech.

'Nevertheless, here I am unhurt, of ghost or men,'

the Wanderer answered, laughing, as he passed into the

lodging.
' But what of the Queen ?

'

'

Naught, Eperitus, naught, save that she was grieved

when she learned that thou hadst gone up to the

Temple of the Hathor, there, as she thought, to perish.

Hearken, thou Eperitus, I know not if thou art God or

man, but oaths are binding both on men and Gods, and

thou didst swear an oath to Pharaoh is it not so ?
'

'

Ay, Rei. I swore an oath that I would guard the

Queen well till Pharaoh came again.'
' Art thou minded to keep that oath, Eperitus ?

'

asked Rei, looking on him strangely. 'Art thou

minded to guard the fair fame of Pharaoh's Queen, that
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is more precious than her life ? Methinks thou dost

understand my meaning, Eperitus ?
'

'Perchance I understand/ answered the Wanderer.
'

Know, Rei, that I am so minded/

Then Rei spake again, darkly.
' Methinks some

sickness hath smitten Meriamun the Queen, and she

craves thee for her physician. Now things come about

as they were foreshown in the portent of that vision

whereof I spoke to thee. But if thou dost, break thy

oath to him whose salt thou eatest, then, Eperitus, God

or man, thou art a dastard.'

'Have I not said that I have no mind so to break

mine oath ?
'

he answered, then sank his head upon his

breast and communed with his crafty heart while Rei

watched him. Presently he lifted up his head and

spoke :

'

Rei/ he said,
' I am minded to tell thee a strange

story and a true, for this I see, that our will runs one

way, and thou canst help me, and, in helping me, thyself

and Pharaoh to whom I swore an oath, and her whose

honour thou boldest dear. But this I warn thee, Rei,

that if thou dost betray me, not thine age, not thy office,

nor the friendship thou hast shown me, shall save

thee.'

'Speak on, Odysseus, Laertes' son, Odysseus of

Ithaca/ said Rei
;

'

may my life be forfeit if I betray thy

counsel, if it harm not those I serve/

Now the Wanderer started to his feet, crying :

' How knowest thou that name ?
'

'

I know it/ said Rei,
' and I tell thee that I know it,

thou most crafty of men, to show this, that with me thy
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guile will not avail thee/ For he would not tell "him

that he had it from the lips of the Queen.
' Thou hast heard a name that has been in the

mouths of many/ said the Wanderer
;

'

perchance it is

mine, perchance it is the name of another. It matters

not. Now know this: I fear this Queen of thine.

Hither I came to seek a woman, but the Queen I came

not to seek. Yet I have not come in vain, for yonder,

Rei, yonder, in the Temple of the Hathor, I found her

on whose quest I came, and who awaited me there well

guarded till I should come to take her. On the

morrow night I go forth to the temple, and there, by
the gates of the temple, I shall find her whom all men

desire, but who loves me alone among men, for so it has

been fated of the Gods. Thence I bring her hither

that here we may be wed. Now this is my mind : if

thou wilt aid me with a ship and men, that at the first

light of dawn we should flee this land of thine, and that

thou shouldst keep my going secret for awhile till I

have gained the sea. True it is that I swore t,o guard
the Queen till Pharaoh come again; but as thou

knowest, things are so that I can best guard her by

my flight, and if Pharaoh thinks ill of me so it

must be. Moreover I ask thee to meet me by the

pylon of the Temple of Hathor to-morrow at one

hour before midnight. There will we talk with her

who is called the Hathor, and prepare our flight, and

thence thou shalt go to that ship which thou hast

made ready/

Now Rei thought awhile and answered :

' Somewhat I fear to look upon this Goddess, yet I
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will dare it. Tell me, then, how shall I know her at

the temple's gate ?
'

'Thou shalt know her, Rei, by the red star which

hums upon her breast. But fear not, for I will be

there. Say, wilt thou make the ship ready ?
'

' The ship shall be ready, Eperitus, and though I love

thee well, I say this, that I would it rode the waves

which roll around the shores of Khem and thou wert in

it, and with thee she who is called the Hathor, that

Goddess whom thou desirest.'



CHAPTER X.

THE OATH OF THE WANDERER.

THAT night the Wanderer saw not Meriamun, but on

the morrow she sent a messenger to him, bidding him

to her feast that night. He had little heart to go, but

a Queen's courtesy is a command, and he went at sun-

down. Rei also went to the feast, and as he went,

meeting the Wanderer in the ante-chamber, he whis-

pered to him that all things were made ready, that a

good ship waited him in the harbour, the very ship

that he had captured from the Sidonians, and that

he, Rei, would be with him by the pylon gate of the

temple one hour before midnight.

Presently, as he whispered, the doors were flung wide

and Meriamun the Queen passed in, followed by

eunuchs and waiting-women. She was royally arrayed,

her face was pale and cold, but her great eyes

glowed in it. Low the Wanderer bowed before her.

She bent her head in answer, then gave him her hand,

and he led her to the feast. They sat there side by

side, but the Queen spoke little, and that little of

Pharaoh and the host of the Apura, from whom no

tidings came.
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When at length the feast was done, Meriamun bade

the Wanderer to her private chamber, and thither he

went for awhile, though sorely against his will. But

Kei came not in with them, and thus he was left alone

with the Queen, for she dismissed the waiting ladies.

When they had gone there was silence for a space,

but ever the Wanderer felt the eyes of Meriamun

watching him as though they would read his heart.

' I am weary,' she said, at length.
' Tell me of thyV

wanderings, Odysseus of Ithaca nay, tell me of the
j

siege of Ilios and of the sinful Helen, who brought all I

these woes about. Ay, and tell me how thou didst
J

creep from the leaguer of the Achseans, and, wrapped in /

a beggar's weeds, seek speech of this evil Helen, now /

justly slain of the angry Gods/

'Justly slain is she indeed,' answered the crafty

Wanderer. ' An ill thing is it, truly, that the lives of

so many heroes should be lost because of the beauty of

a faithless woman. I had it in my own heart to slay

her when I spoke with her in Troy town, but the

Gods held my hand.'

' Was it so, indeed ?
'

said the Queen, smiling darkly.
' Doubtless if yet she lived, and thou sawest her, thou

wouldst slay her. Is it not so, Odysseus ?
'

' She lives no more, O Queen !

'

he answered.
'

Nay, she lives no more, Odysseus. Now tell me
;

yesterday thou wentest up to the Temple of the

Hathor
;

tell me what thou didst see in the temple.
* I saw a fair woman, or, perchance, an immortal

Goddess, stand upon the pylon brow, and as she stood

and sang those who looked were bereft of reason. And
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thereafter some tried to pass the ghosts who guarded

the woman, and were slain of invisible swords. It was

a strange sight to see.'

' A strange sight, truly. But thou didst not lose thy

craft, Odysseus, nor try to break through the ghosts ?
'

'

Nay, Meriamun. In my youth I have looked upon
the beauty of Argive Helen, who was fairer than she who

stood upon the pylon tower. None who have looked

upon the Helen would seek to win the Hathor/

'But, perchance, those who have looked upon the

Hathor may seek to win the Helen,' she answered

slowly, and he knew not what to say, for he felt the

power of her magic on him.

So for awhile they spoke, and Meriamun, knowing

all, wondered much at the guile of the Wanderer, but

she showed no wonder in her face. At length he rose

and, bowing before her, said that he must visit the

guard that watched the Palace gates. She looked

upon him strangely and bade him go. Then he went,

and right glad he was thus to be free of her.

But when the curtains had swung behind him,

Meriamun the Queen sprang to her feet, and a dread-

ful light of daring burned in her eyes. She clapped

her hands, and bade those who came to her seek their

rest, as she would also, for she was weary and needed

none to wait upon her. So the women went, leaving

her alone, and she passed into her sleeping chamber.
1 Now must the bride deck herself for the bridal/ she

said, and straightway, pausing not, drew forth the

Ancient Evil from its hiding-place and warmed it on

her breast, breathing the breath of life into its nostrils.
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Now, as before, it grew and wound itself about her,

and whispered in her ear, bidding her clothe herself in

bridal white and clasp the Evil around her ;
then think

upon the beauty she had seen gather on the face of

dead Hataska in the Temple of Osiris, and on the face of

the Bai, and the face of the Ka. She did its command,

fearing nothing, for her heart was alight with love,

and torn with jealous hate, and little did she reck of

the sorrows which her sin should bring forth. So she

bathed herself in perfumes, shook out her shining hair,

and clad herself in white attire. Then she looked

upon her beauty in the mirror of silver, and cried in the

bitterness of her heart to the Evil that lay beside her

like a snake asleep.
'

Ah, am I not fair enow to win him whom I love ?

Say, thou Evil, must I indeed steal the beauty of

another to win him whom I love ?
'

' This must thou do/ said the Evil,
'

or lose him in

Helen's arms. For though thou art fair, yet is she

Beauty's self, and her gentleness he loves, and not thy

pride. Choose, choose swiftly, for presently the Wan-

derer goes forth to win the Golden Helen.'

Then she doubted no more, but lifting the shining

Evil, held it to her. With a dreadful laugh it twined

itself about her, and lo ! it shrank to the shape of a

girdling, double-headed snake of gold, with eyes of ruby
flame. And as it shrank Meriamun the Queen thought
on the beauty she had seen upon the face of dead

Hataska, on the face of the Bai, and the face of the Ka,

and all the while she watched her beauty in the mirror.

And as she watched, behold, her face grew as the face
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of death, ashen and hollow, then slowly burned into life

again but all her loveliness was changed. Changed
were her dark locks to locks of gold, changed were her

deep eyes to eyes of blue, changed was the glory of her

pride to the sweetness of the Helen's smile. Fairest

among women had been her form, now it was fairer yet,

and now now she was Beauty's self, and like to swoon

at the dream of her own loveliness.

'

So, ah, so must the Hathor seem/ she said, and lo !

her voice rang strangely in her ears. For the voice,

too, was changed, it was more soft than the whispering

of wind-stirred reeds
;

it was more sweet than the

murmuring of bees at noon.

Now she must go forth, and fearful at her own loveli-

ness, and heavy with her sin, yet glad with a strange

joy, she passes from her chamber and glides like a star-

beam through the still halls of her Palace. The white

light of the moon creeps into them and falls upon the

faces of the dreadful Gods, on the awful smile of

sphinxes, and the pictures of her forefathers, kings and

queens who long were dead. And as she goes she

seems to hear them whisper each to each of the dread-

ful sin that she has sinned, and of the sorrow that shall

be. But she does not heed, and never stays her foot.

For her heart is alight as with a flame, and she will

win the Wanderer to her arms the Wanderer sought

through many lives, found after many deaths.

Now the Wanderer is in his chamber, waiting for

the hour to set forth to find the Golden Helen. His

heart is alight, and strange dreams of the past go before
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his eyes, and strange visions of long love to be. His

heart burns like a lamp in the blackness, and by that

light he sees all the days of his life that have been,

and all the wars that he has won, and all the seas that

he has sailed. And now he knows that these things

are dreams indeed, illusions of the sense, for there

is but one thing true in the life of men, and that is

Love
;
there is but one thing perfect, the beauty which

is Love's robe ;
there is but one thing which all men

seek and are born to find at last, the heart of the

Golden Helen, the World's Desire, that is peace and

joy and rest.

He binds his armour on him, for foes may lurk in

darkness, and takes the Bow of Eurytus, and the gray

bolts of death
;

for perchance the fight is not yet done,

and he must cleave his way to joy. Then he combs his

locks and sets the golden helm upon them, and, praying

to the Gods who hear not, he passes from his chamber.

Now the chamber opened into a great hall of pillars.

As was his custom when he went alone by night, the

Wanderer glanced warily down .the dusky hall, but

he might see little because of the shadows. Neverthe-

less, the moonlight poured into the centre of the hall

from the clerestories in the roof, and lay there shining

white as water beneath black banks of reeds. Again
the Wapderer glanced with keen, quick eyes, for there

was a sense in his^ heart that he was no more alone in

the hall, though whether it were man or ghost, or, per-

chance, one of the immortal Gods who looked on him,

he might not tell. Now it seemed to him that he saw

a shape of white moving far away in the shadow.

Q
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Then he grasped the black bow and laid hand upon his

quiver so that the shafts rattled.

Now it would seem that the shape in the shadow

heard the rattling of the shafts, or perchance saw the

moonlight gleam upon the Wanderer's golden harness

at the least, it drew near till it came to the edge of

the pool of light. There it paused as a bather pauses

ere she steps into the fountain. The Wanderer paused

also, wondering what the shape might be. Half was he

minded to try it with an arrow from the bow, but he

held his hand and watched.

And as he watched, the white shape glided into the

space of moonlight, and. he saw that it was the form of

a woman draped in white, and that about her shone a

gleaming girdle, and in the girdle gems which sparkled

like the eyes of a snake. Tall was the shape and lovely

as a statue of Aphrodite ;
but who or what it was he

might not tell, for the head was bent and the face

hidden.

Awhile the shape stood thus, and as it stood, the

Wanderer passed towards it, marvelling much, till he

also stood in the pool of moonlight that shimmered on

his golden mail. Then suddenly the shape lifted its

face so that the light fell full on it, and stretched out its

arms towards him, and lo ! the face was the face of

Argive Helen of her whom he went forth to seek. He

looked upon its beauty, he looked upon the eyes of blue,

upon the golden hair, upon the shining arms; then

slowly, very slowly, and in silence for he could find no

words the Wanderer drew near.

She did not move nor speak. So still she stood that
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scarce she seemed to breathe. Only the shining eyes of

her snake-girdle glittered like living things. Again he

stopped fearfully, for he held that this was surely a

mocking ghost which stood before him, but still she

neither moved nor spoke.

Then at length he found his tongue and spoke :

'

Lady/ he whispered,
'

is it indeed thou, is it Argive

Helen whom I look upon, or is it, perchance, a ghost

sent by Queen Persephone from the House of Hades to

make a mock of me ?
'

Now the voice of Helen answered him in sweet tones

and low :

' Did I not tell thee, Odysseus of Ithaca, did I not tell

thee, yesterday in the halls of Hathor, after thou hadst

overcome the ghosts, that to-night we should be wed ?

Wherefore, then, dost thou deem me of the number of

the bodiless ?
'

The Wanderer hearkened. The voice was the voice

of Helen, the eyes were the eyes of Helen, and yet his

heart feared guile.
' So did Argive Helen tell me of a truth, Lady, but

this she said, that I should find her by the pylon of the

temple, and lead her thence to be my bride. Thither I

go but now to seek her. But if thou art Helen, how

coinest thou to these Palace halls ? And where, Lady,

is that Red Star which should gleam upon thy breast,

that Star which weeps out the blood of men ?
'

1 No more doth the red dew fall from the Star that

was set upon my breast, Odysseus, for now that thou

hast won me men die no more for my beauty's sake.

Gone is the Star of War; and see, Wisdom rings me
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round, the symbol of the Deathless Snake that signifies

love eternal. Thou dost ask how I came hither, I, who

am immortal and a daughter of the Gods ? Seek not

to know, Odysseus, for where Fate puts it in my mind

to be, there do the Gods bear me. Wouldst thou, then,

that I leave thee, Odysseus ?
'

' Last of all things do I desire this/ he answered, for

now his wisdom went a-wandering ;
now he forgot the

words of Aphrodite, warning him that the Helen might

be known by one thing only, the Red Star on her breast,

whence falls the blood of men
;
and he no more doubted

but that she was the Golden Helen.

Then she who wore the Helen's shape stretched out

her arms and smiled so sweetly that the Wanderer

knew nothing any more, save that she drew him to her.

Slowly she glided before him, ever smiling, and where

she went he followed, as men follow beauty in a dream.

She led him through halls and corridors, past the

sculptured statues of the Gods, past man-headed

sphinxes, and pictures of long dead kings.

And as she goes, once more it seems to her that she

hears them whisper each to each of the horror of her sin

and the sorrow that shall be. But naught she heeds

who ever leads him on, and naught he hears who ever

follows alter, till at length, though he knows it not,

they stand in the bed-chamber of the Queen, and

by Pharaoh's golden bed.

Then once more she speaks :

*

Odysseus of Ithaca, whom I have loved from the

beginning, and whom I shall love till all deaths are

done, before thee stands that Loveliness which the Gods
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predestined to thy arms. Now take thou thy Bride
;

but first lay thy hand upon this golden Snake, that rings

me round, the new bridal gift of the Gods, and swear

thy marriage oath, which may not be broken. Swear

thus, Odysseus :

" I love thee, Woman or Immortal, and

thee alone, and by whatever name thou art called, and

in whatever shape thou goest, to thee I will cleave, and

to thee alone, till the day of the passing of Time. I

will forgive thy sins, I will soothe thy sorrows, I will

suffer none to come betwixt thee and me. This I swear

to thee, Woman or Immortal, who dost stand before me.

I swear it to thee, Woman, for now and for ever, for

here and hereafter, in whatever shape thou goest on

the earth, by whatever name thou art known among
men."

' Swear thou thus, Odysseus of Ithaca, Laertes' son,

or leave me and go thy ways !

'

' Great is the oath,' quoth the Wanderer
;

for

though now he feared no guile, yet his crafty heart

liked it ill.

'

Choose, and choose swiftly/ she answered. ' Swear

the oath, or leave me and never see me more !

'

'Leave thee I will not, and cannot if I would/ he

said.
'

Lady, I swear !

' And he laid his hand upon the

Snake that ringed her round, and swore the dreadful

oath. Yea, he forgot the words of the Goddess, and the

words of Helen, and he swore by the Snake who should

have sworn by the Star. By the immortal Gods he

swore it, by the Symbol of the Snake, and by the

Beauty of his Bride. And as he swore the eyes of the

Serpent sparkled, and the eyes of her who wore the
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beauty of Helen shone, and faintly the black bow of

Eurytus thrilled, foreboding Death and War.

But little the Wanderer thought on guile or War

or Death, for the kiss of her whom he deemed the

Golden Helen was on his lips, and he went up into

the golden bed of Heriamun.



CHAPTER XI.

THE WAKING OF THE WANDERER.

Now Rei the Priest, as had been appointed, went to

the pylon gate of the Temple of Hathor. Awhile ho

stood looking for the Wanderer, but though the hour

had come, the Wanderer came not. Then the Priest

went to the pylon and stood in the shadow of the gate.

As he stood there a wicket in the gate opened, and

there passed out a veiled figure of a woman upon whoso

breast burned a red jewel that shone in the night like

a star. The woman waited awhile, looking down the

moonlit road between the black rows of sphinxes, but

the road lay white and empty, and she turned and hid

herself in the shadow of the pylon, where Rei could see

nothing of her except the red star that gleamed upon

her breast.

Now a great fear came upon the old man, for he knew

that he looked upon the strange and deadly Hathor.

Perchance he too would perish like the rest who had

looked on her to their ruin. He thought of flight, but

he did not dare to fly. Then he too stared down the

road seeking for the Wanderer, but no shadow crossed

the moonlight. Thus things went for awhile, and still
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the Hathor stood silently in the shadow, and still the

blood-red star shone upon her breast. And so it came

to pass that the World's Desire must wait at the tryst

like some forsaken village maid.

While Rei the Priest crouched thus against the pylon

wall, praying for the coming of him who came not, sud-

denly a voice spoke to him in tones sweeter than a lute.

' Who art thou that hidest in the shadow ?
'

said the

voice.

He knew that it was the Hathor who spoke, and so

afraid was he that he could not answer.

Then the voice spoke again :

'

Oh, thou most crafty of men, why doth it please thee

to come hither to seek me in the guise of an aged

priest. Once, Odysseus, I saw thee in a beggar's weeds,

and knew thee in the midst of thy foes. Shall I not

know thee again in peace beneath thy folded garb and

thy robes of white ?
'

Rei heard and knew that he could hide himself no

. longer. Therefore he came forward trembling, and

and knelt before her, saying:
*

Oh, mighty Queen, I am not that man whom thou

didst name, nor am I hid in any wrappings of disguise.

Nay, I do avow myself to be named Rei the Chief

Architect of Pharaoh, the Commander of the Legion of

Amen, the chief of the Treasury of Amen, and a man
of repute in this land of Khem. Now, if indeed thou

art the Goddess of this temple, as I judge by that

red jewel which burns upon thy breast, I pray thee be

merciful to thy servant and smite me not with thy

wrath, for not by my own will am I here, but by the
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command of that hero whom thou hast named, and for

whose coming I await. Be merciful therefore, and hold

thy hand/
' Fear not thou, Rei/ said the sweet voice.

'
Little

am I minded to harm thee, or any man, for though

many men have gone down the path of darkness because

of me, who am a doom to men, not by my will has it

been, but by the will of the immortal Gods, who use

me to their ends. Rise thou, Rei, and tell me why
thou art come hither, and where is he whom I have

named ?
'

Then Rei rose, and looking up saw the light of the

Helen's eyes shining on him through her veil. But

there was no anger in them, they shone mildly as stars

in an evening sky, and his heart was comforted.

'

I know not where the Wanderer is, thou

Immortal/ he said.
' This I know only, that he bade

me meet him here at one hour before midnight, and so

I came/

'Perchance he too will come anon,' said the sweet

voice; 'but why did he, whom thou namest the Wan-

derer, bid thee meet him here ?
'

' For this reason, Hathor. He told me that this

night he should be wed to thee, and was minded there-

after to fly from Khem with thee. Therefore he bade

me come, who am a friend to him, to talk with thee

and him as to how thy flight should go, and yet he

comes not/

Now as Rei spake, he turned his face upward, and

the Golden Helen looked upon it.

'

Hearken, Rei,' she said
;

' but yesterday, after I had
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stood upon the pylon tower as the Gods decreed, and

sang to those who were ripe to die, I went to my shrine

and wove my web while the doomed men fell beneath

the swords of them who were set to guard my beauty,

but who now are gone. And as I wove, one passed the

Ghosts and rent the web and stood before me. It was

he whom I await to-night, and after awhile I knew him

for Odysseus of Ithaca, Odysseus, Laertes' son. But as

I looked on him and spake with him, behold, I saw

a spirit watching us, though he might not see it, a

spirit whose face I knew not, for no such man have I

known in my life days. Know then, Rei, that the face

of the spirit was thy face, and its robes thy robes.'

Then once more Rei trembled in his fear.

'

Now, Rei, I bid thee tell me, and speak the truth,

lest evil come on thee, not at my hands indeed, for I

would harm none, but at the hands of those Immortals

who are akin to me. What did thy spirit yonder, in my
sacred shrine ? How didst thou dare to enter and

look upon my beauty and hearken to my words ?
'

'Oh, great Queen/ said Rei, 'I will tell thee the

truth, and I pray thee let not the wrath of the Gods

fall upon me. Not of my own will did my spirit enter

into thy Holy Place, nor do I know aught of what it

saw therein, seeing that no memory of it remains in

- me. Nay, it was sent of her whom I serve, who is the

mistress of all magic, and to her it made report, but

what it said I know not/
' And whom dost thou serve, Rei ? And why did she

send thy spirit forth to spy on me ?
'

'I serve Meriamun the Queen, and she sent my spirit
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forth to learn what befell the Wanderer when he went

up against the Ghosts/
' And yet he said naught to me of this Meriamun.

Say, Rei, is she fair ?
'

' Of all women who live upon the earth she is the

very fairest.'

' Of all, sayest thou, Rei ? Look now, and say if

Meriamun, whom thou dost serve, is fairer than Argive

Helen, whom thou dost name the Hathor?' and she

lifted her veil so that he saw the face that was

beneath.

Now when he heard that name, and looked upon the

glory of her who is Beauty's self, Rei shrank back till

he went nigh to falling on the earth.

'

Nay,' he said, covering his eyes with his hand; 'nay,

thou art fairer than she.'

'Then tell me,' she said, letting fall her veil again,

'and for thine own sake tell me true, why would

Meriamun the Queen, whom thou servest, know the

fate of him who came up against the Ghosts ?
'

' Wouldst thou know, Daughter of Amen ?
'

answered

Rei
;

' then I will tell thee, for through thee alone she

whom I serve and love can be saved from shame.

Meriamun doth also love the man whom thou wouldst

wed.'

Now when the Golden Helen heard these words, she

pressed her hand against her bosom.
' So I feared,' she said,

' even so. She loves him, and

he comes not. Ah ! if it be so ! Now, Rei, I am

tempted to pay this Queen of thine in her own craft,

and send thy spirit forth to spy on her. Nay, that I



216 THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

/will not do, for never shall Helen work by shameful

/ guile or magic. Nay but we will hence, Rei, we will

/ to the Palace where my rival dwells, there to learn the

\
truth. Fear not, I will bring no ill on thee, nor on her

\ whom thou servest. Lead me to the Palace, Rei.

Lead me swiftly/

Now the Wanderer slept in the arms of Meriamun,

who wore the shape of Argive Helen. His golden

harness was piled by the golden bed, and by the bed

stood the black bow of Eurytus. The night drew on

towards the dawning, when of a sudden the Bow awoke

and sung, and thus it sang :

* Wake ! wake ! though the arms of thy Love are about thee, yet
dearer by far

Than her kiss is the sound of the fight ;

And more sweet than her voice is the cry of the trumpet, and

goodlier far

Than her arms is the battle's delight :

And what eyes are so bright as the sheen of the bronze when the

sword is aloft,

What breast is so fair as the shield ?

Or what garland of roses is dear as the helm, and what sleep is so

soft

As the sleep of slain men on the field ?
'

Lo ! the Snake that was twined about the form of

her who wore the shape of Helen heard the magic song.

It awoke, it arose. It twined itself about the body of

the Wanderer and the body of her who wore the shape

of Helen, knitting them together in the bond of sin.

It grew, and lifting its woman's head on high, it sang in

answer. And thus it sang of doom :
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'

Sleep ! be at rest for an hour ; as in death men believe they shall

rest,

But they wake ! And thou too shalt awake !

In the dark of the grave do they stir
;
but about them, on arms

and on breast,

Are the toils and the coils of the Snake :

By the tree where the first lovers lay, did I watch as I watch

where he lies,

Love laid on the bosom of Lust !

'

Then the creat Bow answered the Snake, and it

' Of the tree where the first lovers sinned was I shapen ;
I bid

thee arise,

Thou Slayer that soon shalt be dust.'

And the Snake sang reply :

' Be thou silent, my Daughter of Death, be thou silent nor wuke

him from sleep,

With the song and the sound of thy breath.'

The Bow heard the song of the Snake. The Death

heard the song of the Sin, and again its thin music

thrilled upon the air. For thus it sang :

* Be thou silent, my Mother of Sin, for this watch it is given me
to keep

O'er the sleep of the dealer of Death I

'

Then the Snake sang :

'Hush, hush, thou art young, and thou earnest to birth when
the making was done

Of the world : I am older therein !

'

And the Bow answered :

' But without me thy strength were as weakness, the prize of thy

strength were unwon.

I am Deaf/t, and thy Daughter, Sin !

'
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Now the song of the Snake and the song of the Bow

sunk through the depths of sleep till they reached the

Wanderer's ears. He sighed, he stretched out his

mighty arms, he opened his eyes, and lo ! they looked

upon the eyes that bent above him, eyes of flame that

lit the face of a woman the face of Meriamun that

wavered on a serpent's neck and suddenly was gone.

He cried aloud with fear, and sprang from the couch.

The faint light of the dawning crept through the case-

ments and fell upon the bed. The faint light of the

dawning fell upon the golden bed of Pharaoh's Queen,

it gleamed upon the golden armour that was piled by

the bed, and on the polished surface of the great black

bow. It shone upon the face of her who lay in the bed.

Then he remembered. Surely he had slept with the

Golden Helen, who was his bride, and surely he had

dreamed an evil dream, a dream of a snake that wore

the face of Pharaoh's Queen. Yea, there lay the Golden

Helen, won at last the Golden Helen now made a wife

to him. Now he mocked his own fears, and now he

bent to wake her with a kiss. Faintly the new-born

light crept and gathered on her face
;
ah ! how beautiful

she was in sleep. Nay, what was this? Whose face

was this beneath his own ? Not so had Helen looked

in the shrine of her temple, when he tore the web.

Not so had Helen seemed yonder in the pillared hall

when she stood in the moonlit space not so had she

seemed when he sware the great oath to love her, and

her alone. Whose beauty was it then that now he saw ?

By the Immortal Gods, it was the beauty of Meriamun
;

it was the glory of Pharaoh's Queen!
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He stared upon her lovely sleeping face, while terror

shook his soul. How could this be ? What then had

he done ?

Then light broke upon him. He looked around the

chamber there on the walls were graven the images of

the Gods of Khem, there above the bed the names of

Meneptah and Meriamun were written side by side in

the sacred signs of Khem. Not with the Golden Helen

had he slept, but with the wife of Pharaoh ! To her he

had sworn the oath, and she had worn the Helen's shape

and now the spell was broken.

He stood amazed, and as he stood, again the great

bow thrilled, warning him of Death to come. Then his

strength came back to him, and he seized his armour

and girt it about him piece by piece till he lifted the

golden helm. It slipped from his hand
; with a crash it

fell upon the marble floor. With a crash it fell, and

she who slept in the bed awoke with a cry, and sprang

from the bed, her dark hair streaming down, her night-

gear held to her by the golden snake with gemmy eyes

that she must ever wear. But he caught his sword in

his hand, and threw down the ivory sheath.



BOOK III.

CHAPTER I.

THE VENGEANCE OF KURRI.

THE Wanderer and Pharaoh's Queen stood face to face

in the twilight of the chamber. They stood in silence,

while bitter anger and burning shame poured into his

heart and shone from his eyes. But the face of

Meriamun was cold as the face of the dead, and on it

was a smile such as the carven sphinxes wear. Only
her breast heaved tumultuously as though in triumph,

and her limbs quivered like a shaken reed. At length

she spoke.
'

Why lookest thou so strangely on me, my Lord and

Love
;
and why hast thou girded thy harness on thy

back ? Scarcely doth glorious Ra creep from the

breast of Nout, and wouldst thou leave thy bridal bed,

Odysseus ?
'

Still he spoke no word, but looked on her with burn-

ing eyes. Then she stretched out her arms and came

towards him lover-like. And now he found his tongue

again.
' Get thee from me !

'

he said, in a voice low and
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terrible to hear
;

'

get thee from me. Dare not to touch

me, thou, who art a harlot and a witch, lest I forget my
manhood and strike thee dead before me.'

'That thou canst not do, Odysseus/ she answered

soft,
'

for whatever else I be I am thy wife, and thou art

bound to me for ever. What was the oath which thou

didst swear not five short hours ago ?
'

' I swore an oath indeed, but not to thee, Meriamun.

I swore an oath to Argive Helen, whom I love, and I

wake to find thee sleeping at my side, thee whom I

hate/
'

Nay/ she said,
'

to me thou didst swear the oath,

Odysseus, for thou, of men thft most guileful, hast at

length been overmastered in guile. To me,
" Woman or

[mmortal," thou didst swear "
for now and for ever, for

lere and hereafter, in whatever shape thou goest on the

irth, by whatever name thou art known among men" Oh,

be not wroth, my lord, but hearken. What matters the

lape in which thou seest me ? At the least am I not

lir ? And what is beauty but a casket that hides the

jm within ? 'Tis my love which thou hast won, my
>ve that is immortal, and not the flesh that perishes.

I have loved thee, ay, and thou hasfc loved me from

)f old and in other lives than this, and I tell thee that

shall love again and yet again when thou art no more

>dysseus of Ithaca, and when I am no more Meriamun,

Queen of Khem, but while we walk in other forms

ipon the world and are named by other names. I am

iy doom, thou Wanderer, and wherever thou dost

rander through the fields of Life and Death I shall be

thy side. For I am She of whom thou art, and

R



222 THE WORLUS DESIRE.

thou art He of whom I am, and though the Gods have

severed us, yet must we float together down the river of

our lives till we find that sea of which the Spirit knows.

Therefore put me not from thee and raise not my wrath

against thee, for if I used my magic to bring thee to my
arms, yet they are thy home.' And once more she came

towards him.

Now the Wanderer drew an arrow from his quiver,

and set the notch against his breast and the keen barb

towards the breast of Meriamun.

'Draw on/ he said. 'Thus will I take thee to

my arms again. Hearken, Meriamun the witch,

Meriamun the harlot : Pharaoh's wife and Queen of

Khem. To thee I swore an oath indeed, and perchance

because I suffered thy guile to overcome my wisdom,

because I swore upon That which circles thee about,

and not by the Eed Star which gleams upon the Helen's

breast, it may be that I shall lose her whom I love. So

indeed the Queen of Heaven told me, yonder in sea-girt

Ithaca, though to my sorrow I forgot her words. But if

I lose her or if I win, know this, that I love her and her

only, and I hate thee like the gates of hell. For thou

hast tricked me with thy magic, thou hast stolen the

shape of Beauty's self and dared to wear it, thou hast

drawn a dreadful oath from me, and I have taken thee

to wife. And more, thou art the Queen of Khem, thou

art Pharaoh's wife, whom I swore to guard ;
but thou

hast brought the last shame upon me, for now I am a

man dishonoured, and I have sinned against the hos-

pitable hearth, and the God of guests and hosts. And

therefore I will do this. I will call together the guard of
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which I am chief, and tell them all thy shame, ay, and

all my sorrow. I will shout it in the streets, I will

publish it from the temple tops, and when Pharaoh

comes again I will call it into his ear, till he and all who

live in Khem know thee for what thou art, and see thee

in thy naked shame/

She hearkened, and her face grew terrible to see. A
moment she stood as though in thought, one hand

pressed to her brow and one upon her breast. Then

she spoke.
'

Is that thy last word, Wanderer ?
'

'

It is my last word, Queen/ he answered, and turned

to go.

Then with the hand that rested on her breast she

rent her night robes and tore her perfumed hair. Past

him she rushed towards the door, and as she ran sent

scream on scream echoing up the painted walls.

The curtains shook, the doors were burst asunder,

and through them poured guards, eunuchs, and waiting-

women.

'Help/ she cried, pointing to the Wanderer. '

Help,

help ! oh, save mine honour from this evil man, this

foreign thief whom Pharaoh set to guard me, and who

guards me thus. This coward who dared to creep upon
me the Queen of Khem even as I slept in Pharaoh's

bed !' and she cast herself upon the floor and threw her

hair about her, and lay there groaning and weeping as

though in the last agony of shame.

Now when the guards saw how the thing was, a great

cry of rage and shame went up from them, and they

rushed upon the Wanderer like wolves upon a stag at
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bay. But he leapt backwards to the side of the bed,

and even as he leapt he set the arrow in his hand upon
the string of the great black bow. Then he drew it to

his ear. The bow-string sang, the arrow rushed forth,

and he who stood before it got his death. Again the

bow-string sang, again the arrow rushed, and lo ! another

man was sped. A third time he drew the bow and the

soul of a third went down the ways of hell. Now they

rolled back from him as the waters roll from a rock, for

none dared face the shafts of death. They shot at him

with spears and arrows from behind the shelter of the

pillars, but none of these might harm him, for some

fell from his mail and some he caught upon his

buckler.

Now among those who had run thither at the sound

of the cries of Meriamun was that same Kurri, the

miserable captain of the Sidonians, whose life the

Wanderer had spared, and whom he had given to the

Queen to be her jeweller. And when Kurri saw the

Wanderer's plight, he thought in his greedy heart of

those treasures that he had lost, and of how he who had

been a captain and a rich merchant of Sidon was now

nothing but a slave.

Then a great desire came upon him to work the

Wanderer ill, if so he might. Now all round the edge

of the chamber were shadows, for the light was yet

faint, and Kurri crept into the shadows, carrying a long

spear in his hand, and that spear was hafted into the

bronze point which had stood in the Wanderer's helm.

Little did the Wanderer glance his way, for he watched

the lances and arrows that flew towards him from the
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portal, so the end of it was that the Sidonian passed

round the chamber unseen and climbed into the golden

bed of Pharaoh on the further side of the bed. Now the

Wanderer stood with his back to the bed and a spear's

length from it, and in the silken hangings were fixed

spears and arrows. Kurri's first thought was to stab

him in the back, but this he did not
; first, because he

feared lest he should fail to pierce the golden harness

and the Wanderer should turn and slay him ;
and again

because he hoped that the Wanderer would be put to

death by torment, and he was fain to have a hand in it,

for after the fashion of the Sidonians he was skilled in

the tormenting of men. Therefore he waited till pre-

sently the Wanderer let fall his buckler and drew the

bow. But ere the arrow reached his ear Kurri had

stretched out his spear from between the hangings and

touched the string with the keen bronze, so that it burst

asunder and the gray shaft fell upon the marble floor.

Then, as the Wanderer cast down the bow and turned

with a cry to spring on him who had cut the cord, for

his eye had caught the sheen of the outstretched spear,

Kurri lifted the covering of purple web which lay upon
the bed and deftly cast it over the hero's head so that

he was immeshed. Thereon the soldiers and the eunuchs

took heart, seeing what had been done, and ere ever the

Wanderer could clear himself from the covering and

draw his sword, they rushed upon him. Cumbered as

he was, they might not easily overcome him, but in the

end they bore him down and held him fast, so that he

could not stir so much as a finger. Then one cried

aloud to Meriamun :
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1 The Lion is trapped, Queen ! Say, shall we slay

him?'

But Meriamun, who had watched the fray through

cover of her hands, shuddered and made answer :

'Nay, but lock his tongue with a gag, strip his

armour from him, and bind him with fetters of bronze,

and make him fast to the dungeon walls with great

chains of bronze. There shall he bide till Pharaoh

come again; for against Pharaoh's honour he hath

sinned and shamefully broken that oath he swore to

him, and therefore shall Pharaoh make him die in

such fashion as seems good to him/

Now when Kurri heard these words, and saw the

Wanderer's sorry plight, he bent over him and said :

'It was I, Kurri the Sidonian, who cut the cord of

thy great bow, Eperitus; with the spear -point that

thou gavest back to me I cut it, I, whose folk thou

didst slay and madest me a slave. And I will crave this

boon of Pharaoh, that mine shall be the hand to

torment thee night and day till at last thou diest,

cursing the day that thou wast born/

The Wanderer looked upon him and answered :

' There thou liest, thou Sidonian dog, for this is written

in thy face, that thou thyself shalt die within an hour

and that strangely/

Then Kurri shrank back scowling. But no more

words might Odysseus speak, for at once they forced his

jaws apart and gagged him with a gag of iron; and

thereafter, stripping his harness from him, they bound

him with fetters as the Queen had commanded.
Now while they dealt thus with the Wanderer,
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Meriamun passed into another chamber and swiftly

threw robes upon her to hide her disarray, clasping

them round her with the golden girdle which now she

must always wear. But her long hair she left unbound,

nor did she wash the stain of tears from her face, for

she was minded to seem shamed and woe-begone in the

eyes of all men till Pharaoh came again.

Rei and the Golden Helen passed through the streets

of the city till they came to the Palace gates. And here

they must wait till the dawn, for Rei, thinking to come

thither with the Wanderer, who was Captain of the

Guard, had not learned the word of entry.
'

Easy would it be for me to win my way through

those great gates,' said the Helen to Rei at her side,

'but it is my counsel that we wait awhile. Perchance

he whom we seek will come forth.'

So they entered the porch ofthe Temple of Osiris that

looked towards the gates, and there they waited till the

dawn gathered in the eastern sky. The Helen spoke

no word, but Rei, watching her, knew that she was

troubled at heart, though he might not see her face

because of the veil she wore
;
for from time to time she

sighed and the Red Star rose and fell upon her breast.

At length the first arrow of the dawn fell upon the

temple porch and she spoke.
' Now let us enter,' she said

;

'

my heart forbodes evil

indeed
;
but much of evil I have known, and where the

Gods drive me there I must go.'

They come to the gates, and the man who watched

them opened to the priest Rei and the veiled woman
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who went with him, though he marvelled at the beauty

of the woman's shape.
' Where are thy fellow-guards ?

'

Rei asked of the

soldier.

' I know not/ he answered,
' but anon a great tumult

arose in the Palace, and the Captain of the Gate went

thither, leaving rne only to guard the gate.'

'Hast thou seen the Lord Eperitus?' Rei asked

again.
'

Nay, I have not seen him since supper-time last

night, nor has he visited the guard as is his wont.'

Rei passed on wondering, and with him went Helen.

As they trod the Palace they saw folk flying towards the

hall of banquets that is near the Queen's chambers.

Some bore arms in their hands and some bore none, but

all fled fast towards the hall of banquets, whence came

a sound of shouting. Now they drew -near the hall, and

there at the further end, where the doors are that lead

to the Queen's chambers, a great crowd was gathered.

'Hide thee, lady hide thee,' said Rei to her who

went with him,
'

for methinks that death is afoot here.

See, here hangs a curtain, stand thou behind it while I

learn what this tumult means.'

She stepped behind the curtain that hung between

the pillars as Rei bade her, for now Helen's gentle

breast was full of fears, and she was as one dazed. Even

as she stepped one came flying down the hall who was

of the servants of Rei the Priest.

'Stay thou,' Rei cried to him, 'and tell me what

happens yonder.'

'Ill deeds, Lord/ said the servant. 'Eperitus the
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Wanderer, whom Pharaoh made Captain of his Guard

when he went forth to slay the rebel Apura Eperitus

hath laid hands on the Queen whom he was set to

guard. But she fled from him, and her cries awoke the

guard, and they fell upon him in Pharaoh's very chamber.

Some he slew with shafts from the great black bow,

but Kurri the Sidonian cut the string of the bow, and

the Wanderer was borne down by many men. Now

they have bound him and drag him to the dungeons,

there to await judgment from the lips of Pharaoh. See,

they bring him. I must begone on my errand to the

keeper of the dungeons.'

The Golden Helen heard the shameful tale, and such

sorrow took her that had she been mortal she had

surely died. This then was the man whom she had

chosen to love, this was he whom last night she should

have wed. Once more the Gods had made a mock of

her. So had it ever been, so should it ever be. Love- \
less she had lived all her life days, now she had learned \

to love once and for ever and this was the fruit of it !

She clasped the curtain lest she should sink to the /

earth, and hearing a sound looked forth. A multitude

of men came down the hall. Before them walked ten

soldiers bearing a litter on their shoulders. In the

litter lay a man gagged and fettered with fetters of

bronze so that he might not stir, and they bore him as

men bear a stag from the chase or a wild bull to the

sacrifice. It was the Wanderer's self, the Wanderer

overcome at last, and he seemed so mighty even in his

bonds, and his eyes shone with so fierce a light, that the

crowd shrank from him as though in fear. Thus did
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Helen see her Love and Lord again as they bore him

dishonoured to his dungeon cell. She saw, and a moan

and a cry burst from her heart. A moan for her own

woe and a cry for the shame and faithlessness of him

whom she must love.

'

Oh, how fallen art thou, Odysseus, who wast of men

the very first/ she cried.

He heard it and knew the voice of her who cried,

and he gazed around. The great veins swelled upon
his neck and forehead, and he struggled so fiercely that

he fell from the litter to the ground. But he might

not rise because of the fetters, nor speak because of the

gag, so they lifted him again and bore him thence.

And after him went all the multitude save Rei alone.

For Rei was fallen in shame and grief because of the

tale that he had heard and of the deed of darkness that

the man he loved had done. For not yet did he re-

member and learn to doubt. So he stood hiding his

eyes in his hand, and as he stood Helen came forth and

touched him on the shoulder, saying :

'Lead me hence, old man. Lead me back to my
temple. My Love is lost indeed, but there where I

found it I will abide till the Gods make their will clear

to me.'

He bowed, saying no word, and following Helen

stepped into the centre of the hall. There he stopped,

indeed, for down it came the Queen, her hair stream-

ing, all her robes disordered, and her face stained with

tears. She was alone save for Kurri the Sidonian, who
followed her, and she walked wildly as one distraught who
knows not where she goes nor why. Helen saw her also.
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' Who is this royal lady that draws near ?
'

she asked

of Rei.

'

It is Meriamun the Queen ;
she whom the Wanderer

hath brought to shame/
'

Stay then, I would speak with her/

'Nay, nay,' cried Rei. 'She loves thee not, Lady,

and will slay thee/

'That cannot be/ Helen answered.



CHAPTER II.

THE COMING OF PHARAOH.

PRESENTLY, as she walked, Meriamun saw Rei the

Priest and the veiled woman at his side, and she saw

on the woman's breast a red jewel that burnt and

glowed like a heart of fire. Then like fire burned the

heart of Meriamun, for she knew that this was Argive

Helen who stood before her, Helen whose shape she

had stolen like a thief and with the mind of a thief.

'

Say/ she cried to Rei, who bowed before her,
'

say,

who is this woman ?
'

Rei looked at the Queen with terrified eyes, and

spake in a voice of warning.
* This is that Goddess who dwells in the Temple of

Hathor/ he said.
' Let her pass in peace, O Queen/

' In peace she shall pass indeed/ answered Meriamun.

'What saidest thou, old dotard? That Goddess!

Nay, no Goddess have we here, but an evil-working

witch, who hath brought woes unnumbered upon
Khem. Because of her, men die month by month till

the vaults of the Temple of Hathor are full of her slain,

Because of her it was that curse upon curse fell on the

land the curse of water turned to blood, of hail and
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of terrible darkness, ay, and the curse of the death of

the firstborn among whom my own son died. And

thou hast dared, Rei, to bring this witch here to my
Palace halls ! By Amen if I had not loved thee always

thy life should pay the price. And thou,' and she

stretched her hand towards the Helen, 'thou hast

dared to come. It is well, no more shalt thou bring

evil upon Khem. Hearken, slave,' and she turned to

Kuril the Sidonian; 'draw that knife of thine and

plunge it to the hilt in the breast of yonder woman.

So shalt thou win freedom and all thy goods shall be

given thee again.'

Then for the first time Helen spake :

'I charge thee, Lady,' she said in slow soft tones,

'bid not thy servant do this deed, for though I have

little will to bring evil upon men, yet I may not lightly

be affronted.'

Now Kurri hung back doubtfully fingering his

dagger.
'

Draw, knave, draw !

'

cried Meriamun,
' and do my

bidding, or presently thou shalt be slain with this same

knife/

When the Sidonian heard these words he cried aloud

rith fear, for he well knew that as the Queen said so

it would be done to him. Instantly he drew the great

dfe arid rushed upon the veiled woman. But as he

ime, Helen lifted her veil so that her eyes fell upon

eyes, and the brightness of their beauty was revealed

him; and when he saw her loveliness he stopped

iddenly as one who is transfixed of a spear. Then

I ness came upon him, and with a cry he lifted the

s
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knife, and plunging it, not into her heart, but into his

own, fell down dead.

/ This then was the miserable end of Kurri the

jLSidonian,
slain by the sight of Beauty.

^ 'Thou seest, Lady/ said Helen, turning from the

dead Sidonian, 'no man may harm me.'

For a moment the Queen stood astonished, while Rei

the Priest muttered prayers to the protecting Gods.

Then she cried :

'

Begone, thou living curse, begone ! Wherefore art

thou come here to work more woe in this house of woe

and death ?
'

'Fear not/ answered the Helen, 'presently I will

begone and trouble thee no more. Thou askest why I

am come hither. I came to seek him who was my love,

and whom but last night I should have wed, but

whom the Gods have brought to shame unspeakable,

Odysseus of Ithaca, Odysseus, Laertes' son. For this

cause I came, and I have stayed to look upon the face

of her whose beauty had power to drive the thought of

me from the heart of Odysseus, and bring him, who of

all men was the greatest hero and the foremost left

alive, to do a dastard deed and make his mighty name
a byword and a scorn. Knowest thou, Meriamun, that

I find the matter strange, since if all things else be

false, yet is this true, that among women the fairest are

the most strong. Thou art fair indeed, Meriarnun, but

judge if thou art more fair than Argive Helen/ and

she drew the veil from her face so that the splendou^
of her beauty shone out upon the Queen's dark loveli-

ness. Thus for awhile they stood each facing each,
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and to Rei it seemed as though the spirits of Death and

Life looked one on another, as though the darkness and

the daylight stood in woman's shape before him.
' Thou art fair indeed,' said the Queen,

' but in this,

witch, has thy beauty failed to hold him whom thou

wouldst wed from the most shameless sin. Little me-

thinks can that man have loved thee who crept upon
me like a thief to snatch my honour from me.'

Then Helen bethought her of what Rei had said,

that Meriamun loved the Wanderer, and she spoke

again :

'Now it comes into my heart, Egyptian, that true

and false are mixed in this tale of thine. Hard it is to

believe that Odysseus of Ithaca could work such a

coward deed as this, or, unbidden, seek to clasp thee to

his heart. Moreover, I read in thine eyes that thou thy-

self dost love the man whom thou namest dastard.

Nay, hold thy peace, look not so wildly on me whom
thou canst not harm, but hearken. Whether thy tale

be true or false I know not, who use no magic and

learn those things only that the Gods reveal to me.

But this at the least is true, that Odysseus, whom
I should have wed, has looked on thee with eyes of

love, even in that hour when I waited to be made

his wife. Therefore the love that but two days agone

bloomed in my heart, dies and withers
;
or if it dies

not, at least I cast it from me and tread its flowers

beneath my feet. For this doom the Gods have laid

upon me, who am of all women the most hapless, to live

beloved but loveless through many years, and at the

last to love and be betrayed. And now I go hence
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back to my temple shrine
;
but fear not, Meriamun,

not for long shall I trouble thee or Khem, and men

shall die no more because of my beauty, for I shall

presently pass hence whither the Gods appoint; and

this I say to thee deal gently with that man who has

betrayed my faith, for whatever he did was done for the

love of thee. It is no mean thing to have won the

heart of Odysseus of Ithaca out of the hand of Argive

Helen. Fare thee well, Meriamun, who wouldst have

slain me. May the Gods grant thee better days and

more of joy than is given to Helen, who would look

upon thy face no more.'

Thus she spake, and letting her veil fall turned to go.

For awhile the Queen stood shamed to silence by

these gentle words, that fell like dew upon the fires of

her hate. But ere Helen had passed the length of a

spear her fury burned up again. What, should she let

this woman go this woman who alone of all that

breathed was more beautiful than she, by the aid of

whose stolen beauty she alone had won her love, and

for whose sake she had endured such bitter words of

scorn ? Nay, while Helen yet lived she could find nor

joy nor sleep. But were Helen dead, then perchance

all might yet be well, and the Wanderer yet be hers,

for when the best is gone men turn them to the

better.

( Close the gates and bar them,' she cried to the men,

who now streamed back into the hall
;
and they ran to

do her bidding, so that before Helen reached the Palace

doors, they had been shut and the gates of bronze

beyond had clashed like the shields of men,
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Now Helen drew near the doors.

'Stay yon witch/ cried the Queen to those who

guarded them, and in wonder they poised their spears

to bar the way of Helen. But she only lifted her veil

and looked upon them. Then their arms fell from

their hands and they stood amazed at the sight of

beauty.

'Open, I beseech you,' said the Helen gently, and

straightway they opened the doors and she passed

through, followed by those who guarded them, by the

Queen, and by Rei. But one man there was who did

not see her beauty, and he strove in vain to hold back

the doors and to clasp Helen as she passed.

Now she drew near to the gates
* Shoot the witch !

'

cried Meriamun the Queen ;

'
if

she pass the gates, by my royal word I swear that

ye shall die every man of you. Shoot her with

arrows.'

Then three men drew their bows mightily. The

string of the bow of one burst, and the bow was

shattered, and the arrow of the second slipped as he

drew it, and passing downwards pierced his foot; and

the shaft of the third swerved ere it struck the breast

of Helen, and sunk into the heart of that soldier who

was next to the Queen, so that he fell down dead. It

was the same man who had striven to hold to the doors

and clasp the Helen.

Then Helen turned and spoke :

' Bid not thy guard to shoot again, Meriamun, lest

the arrow find thy heart, for, know this, no man may
harm me;' and once more she lifted her veil, and
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speaking to those at the gates said:
'

Open, I beseech

you, and let the Hathor pass.'

Now their weapons fell from their hands, and they

looked upon her beauty, and they too raade haste to

open the gates. The great gates clanged upon their

sockets and rolled back, She passed through them, and

all who were there followed after her. But when they

looked, lo ! she had mingled with the people who went

to and fro and was gone.

Then Meriamun grew white with rage because Helen

whom she hated had escaped her, and turning to those

men who had opened the doors and those who had

given passage of the gates, who yet stood looking

on each other with dazed eyes, she doomed them

to die.

But Rei, kneeling before her, prayed for their lives :

'111 will come of it, Queen !' he said, 'as ill came

to yonder Sidonian and to the soldier at thy feet, for

none may work evil on this Goddess, or those who

befriended the Goddess. Slay them not, Queen, lest

ill tidings follow on the deed !

'

Then the Queen turned on him madly :

'Hearken thou, Rei!' she said; 'speak thus again,

and though I have loved thee and thou hast been the

chief of the servants of Pharaoh, this I swear, that thou

shalt die the first. Already the count is long between

thee and me, for it was thou who didst bring yon
accursed witch to my Palace. Now thou hast heard,

and of this be sure, as I have spoken so I will do. Get

thee gone get thee from my sight, I say, lest I slay thee

now. I take back thy honours, I strip thee of thy
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offices, I gather thy wealth into my treasury. Go forth

a beggar, and let me see thy face no more !

'

Then Rei held his peace and fled, for it were better to

stand before a lioness robbed of her whelps than before

Meriamun in her rage. Thereon the gates were shut

again, and the captain of the gates was dragged before

the place where the Queen stood, and asking no mercy
and taking little heed, for still his soul was filled with

the beauty of Helen as a cup with wine, he suffered

death, for his head was straightway smitten from him.

Rei, watching from afar, groaned aloud, then turned

and left the Palace, but the Queen called to the soldiers

to slay on. Even as she called there came a cry of woe

without the Palace gates. Men looked each on each.

Again the cry rose and a voice without called,
' Pharaoh

is come ag-tin ! Pharaoh is come again !

'

and there rose

a sound of knocking at the gates.

Now for that while Meriamun thought no more of

slaying the men, but bade them open the gates. They

opened, and a man entered clad in raiment stained with

travel. His eyes were wild, his hair was dishevelled,

and scarce could his face be known for the face of

Pharaoh Meneptah, it was so marred with griefand fear.

Pharaoh looked on the Queen he looked upon the

deacTwho lay at her feet, then laughed aloud :

' What !

'

he cried,
' more dead ! Is there then no end

to Death and the number of his slain ? Nay, here he

doth work but feebly. Perchance his arm grows weary.

Come, where are thy dead, Queen ? Bring forth thy

dead !

'

'What hath chanced, Meneptah, that thou speakest
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thus madly ?
'

asked the Queen.
' She whom they

name the Hathor hath passed here, and these, and

another who lies yonder, do but mark her path. Speak !

'

'

Ay, I will speak, Queen. I have a merry tale to tell.

Thou sayest that the Hathor hath passed here and

these mark her footsteps. Well, I can cap thy story.

He whom the Apura name Jahveh hath passed yonder

by the Sea of Weeds, and there lie many, lie to mark

His footsteps/
'

Thy host ! Where is thy host ?
'

cried the Queen.
1 At the least some are left.'

'Yes, Queen, all are left all all save myself alone.

They drift to and fro in the Sea of Weeds they lie by
tens of thousands on its banks; the gulls tear their

eyes, the lion of the desert rends their flesh
; they lie

unburied, their breath sighs in the sea gales, their

blood sinks into the salt sands, and Osiris numbers

them in the hosts of hell. Hearken ! I came upon the

tribes of the Apura by the banks of the Sea of Weeds.

I came at eve, but I might not fall upon them because

of a veil of darkness that spread between my armies

and the hosts of the Apura. All night long through

the veil of darkness, and through the shrieking of a

great gale, I heard a sound as of the passing of a

mighty people the clangour of their arms, the voices

of captains, the stamp of beasts, and the grinding of

wheels. The morning came, and lo ! before me the

waters of the sea were built up as a wall on the right

hand and the left, and between the walls of water was

dry land, and the Apura passed between the walls.

Then I cried to my captains to arise and follow swiftly,



THE COMING OF PHARAOH. 241

and they did my bidding. But the chariot wheels

drew heavily in the sand, so that before all my hosfc

had entered between the waters, the Apura had passed

the sea. Then of a sudden, as last of all I passed down

into the path of the ocean bed, the great wind ceased,

and as it ceased, lo ! the walls of water that were on

either side of the sea path fell together with noise like

the noise of thunder. I turned my chariot wheels, and

fled back, but my soldiers, my chariots, and my horses

were swallowed
;
once more they were seen again on the

crest of the black waves like a gleam of light upon a

cloud, once a great cry arose to the heaven
;
then all

was done and all was still, and of my hosts I alone was

left alive of men.'

So Pharaoh spoke, and a great groan rose from those

who hearkened. Only Meriamun spoke :

' So shall things go with us while that False Hathor

dwells in Khem.'

Now as she spoke thus, again there came a sound of

knocking at the gates and a cry of
'

Open a messenger !

a messenger !

'

'

Open !

'

said Meriamun,
'

though his tidings be

ill, scarce can they match these that have been

told/

The gates were opened and one came through them.

His eyes stared wide in fear, so dry was his throat with

haste and with the sand, that he stood speechless before

them all.

'Give him wine/ cried Meriamun, and wine was

brought. Then he drank, and he fell upon his knees

before the Queen, for he knew not Pharaoh.
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'

Thy tidings !

'

she cried.
' Be swift with thy

tidings.
1

f Let the Queen pardon me,' he said.
* Let her not

be wrath. These are my tidings. A mighty host

marches towards the city of On, a host gathered from

all lands of the peoples of the North, from the lands of

the Tulisha, of the Shakalishu, of the Liku, and of the

Shairdana. They march swiftly and raven, they lay

the country waste, naught is left behind them save

the smoke of burning towns, the flight of vultures, and

the corpses of men/
' Hast done ?

'

said Meriamim.
'

Nay, Queen ! A great fleet sails with them up
the eastern mouth of Sihor, and in it are twelve thou-

sand chosen warriors of the Aquaiusha, the sons of those

men who sacked Troy town/

And now a great groan went up to heaven from the

lips of those who hearkened. Only Meriainun spoke
thus:

'And yet the Apura are gone, for whose sake, ye

say, came the plagues. They are fled, but the curse

remains, and so shall things ever be with us while yon
False Hathor dwells in Khem/



CHAPTER III.

THE BED OF TORMENT.

IT was nightfall, and Pharaoh sat at meat and Meria-

mun sat by him. The heart of Pharaoh was very

heavy. He thought of that great army which now

washed to and fro on the waters of the Sea of Weeds,

of whose number he alone had lived to tell the tale.

He thought also of the host of the Apura, who made

a mock of him in the desert. Bat most of all he

brooded on the tidings that the messenger had brought,

tidings of the march of the barbarians and of the fleet

of the Aquaiusha that sailed on the eastern stream of

Sihor. All that day he had sat in his council chamber,

and sent forth messengers east and north and south,

bidding them gather the mercenaries from every town

and in every city, men to make war against the foe,

for here, in his white -walled city of Tanis, there were

left but five thousand soldiers. And now, wearied with

toil and war, he sat at meat, and as he sat bethought

him of the man whom he had left to guard the

Queen. ,
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*

Where, then, is that great Wanderer, he who wore

the golden harness ?
'

he asked presently.

'I have a tale to tell thee of the man,' Meriamun

answered slowly,
' a tale which I have not told because

of all the evil tidings that beat about our ears like sand

in a desert wind/

'Tell on/ said Pharaoh.

Then she bent towards him, whispering in his ear.

As she whispered, the face of Pharaoh grew black as

the night, and ere all the tale was done he sprang to

his feet.

'

By Amen and by Ptah !

'

he cried,
' here at least we

have a foe whom we may conquer. Thou and I,

Meriamun, my sister and my queen, are set as far each

from each as the sky is set from the temple top, and

little of love is there between us. Yet I will wipe

away this blot upon thy honour, which also is a blot

upon my own. Sleepless shall this Wanderer lie to-

night, and sorry shall he go to-morrow, but to-morrow

night he shall sleep indeed.'

Thereupon he clapped his hands, summoning the

guard, and bade them pass to the dungeon where the

Wanderer lay, and lead him thence to the place of

punishment. He bade them also call the tormentors

to make ready the instruments of their craft, and await

him in the place of punishment.

Then he sat for awhile, drinking sullenly, till one came

to tell him that all was prepared. Then Pharaoh rose.
' Comest thou with me ?

'

he asked.
'

Nay,' said Meriamun,
'

I would not look upon the

man again ;
and this I charge thee. Go not down to
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him this night. Let him be bound upon the bed of

torment, and let the tormentors give him food and

wine, for so he shall die more hardly. Then let them

light the fires at his head and at his feet and leave him

till the dawn alone in the place of torment. So he

shall die a hundred deaths ere ever his death begins/
' As thou wilt/ answered Pharaoh. ' Mete out thine

own punishment. To-morrow when I have slept I will

look upon his torment/ And he spoke to his servants

as she desired.

The Wanderer lay on the bed of torment in the place

of torment. They had taken the gag from his mouth,

and given him food and wine as Pharaoh commanded.

He ate and drank and his strength came back to him.

Then they made fast his fetters, lit the braziers at his

head and foot, and left him with mocking words.

He lay upon the bed of stone and groaned in the

bitterness of his heart. Here then was the end of his

wanderings, and this was the breast of the Golden Helen

in whose arms Aphrodite had sworn that he should lie.

Oh, that he were free again and stood face to face with

his foes, his harness on his back ! Nay, it might not

be, no mortal strength could burst these fetters, not

even the strength of Odysseus, Laertes' son. Where

now were those Gods whom he had served ? Should

he never again hear the clarion cry of Pallas ? Why
then had he turned him from Pallas and worshipped

at the shrine of the false Idalian Queen ? Thus it was

that she kept her oaths
;
thus she repaid her votary.

So he thought in the bitterness of his heart as he
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lay with closed eyes upon the bed of torment whence

there was no escape, and groaned :

'

Would, Aphrodite,

that I had never served thee, even for one little hour,

then had my lot gone otherwise.'

Now he opened his eyes, and lo ! a great glory rolled

about the place of torment, and as he wondered at the

glory, a voice spoke from its midst the voice of the

Idalian Aphrodite :

' Blame me not, Odysseus/ said the heavenly voice
;

'blame me not because thou art come to this pass.

Thyself, son of Laertes, art to blame. What did I tell

thee ? Was it not that thou shouldst know the Golden

Helen by the Red Star on her breast, the jewel whence

fall the red drops fast, and by the Star alone ? And did

she not tell thee, also, that thou shouldst know her by

the Star ? Yet when one came to thee wearing no Star

but girdled with a Snake, my words were all forgotten,

thy desires led thee whither thou wouldst not go. Thou

wast blinded by desire and couldst not discern the

False from the True. Beauty has many shapes, now it

is that of Helen, now that of Meriamun, each sees it as

he desires it. But the Star is yet the Star, and the

Snake is yet the Snake, and he who, bewildered of his

lusts, swears by the Snake when he should have sworn

by the Star, shall have the Snake for guerdon/
She ceased, and the Wanderer spoke, groaning

bitterly :

'I have sinned, Queen !' he said.
'

Is there then

no forgiveness for my sin ?
'

'Yea, there is forgiveness, Odysseus, but first there

is punishment. This is thy fate. Never now, in this
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space of life, shalt tliou be the lord of the Golden

Helen. For thou hast sworn by the Snake, and his

thou art, nor mayest thou reach the Star. Yet it still

shines on. Through the mists of death it shall shine

for thee, and when thou wakest again, behold, thine

eyes shall see it fitfully.

'And now, this for thy comfort. Here thou shalt

not die, nor by torment, for thy death shall come to

thee from the water as the dead seer foretold, but ere

thou diest, once more thou shalt look upon the Golden

Helen, and hear her words of love and know her kiss,

though thine she shall not be. And learn that a great

host marches upon the land of Khem, and with it sails

a fleet of thine own people, the Achseans. Go down

and meet them and take what comes, where the swords

shine that smote Troy. And this fate is laid upon thee,

that thou shalt do battle against thy own people, even

against the sons of them by whose side thou didst fight

beneath the walls of Ilios, and in that battle thou shalt

find thy death, and in thy death, thou Wanderer, thou

shalt find that which all men seek, the breast of the

immortal Helen. For though here on earth she seems

to live eternally, it is but the shadow of her beauty

that men see each as he desires it. In the halls of

Death she dwells, and in the garden of Queen Perse-

phone, and there she shall be won, for there no more is

beauty guarded of Those that stand between men and

joy, and there no more shall the Snake seem as the Star,

and Sin have power to sever those that are one. Now
make thy heart strong, Odysseus, and so do as thy

wisdom tells thee. Farewell !

'
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Thus the Goddess spoke from the cloud of glory, and

lo ! she was gone. But the heart of the Wanderer was

filled with joy because he knew that the Helen was not

lost to him for ever, and he no more feared the death of

shame.
* *

Now it was midnight, and Pharaoh slept. But

'FOR THESE WERE THE TORMENTORS.'

Meriamun the Queen slept not. She rose from her

bed, she wrapped herself in a dark cloak that hid her

face, and taking a lamp in her hand, glided through the

empty halls till she came to a secret stair down which

she passed. There was a gate at the foot of the stair,

and a guard slept by it. She pushed him with her foot.

He awoke and sprang towards her, but she held a

signet before his eyes, an old ring of great Queen
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Taia, whereon a Hathor worshipped the sun. Then he

bowed and opened the gate. She swept on through

many passages, deep into the bowels of the earth, till

she came to the door of a little chamber where a light

shone. Men talked in the chamber, and she listened to

their talk. They spoke much and laughed gleefully.

Then she entered the doorway and looked upon them.

They were six in number, evil-eyed men of Ethiopia,

and seated in a circle. In the centre of the circle lay

the waxen image of a man, and they were cutting it

with knives and searing it with needles of iron and

pincers made red-hot, and many instruments strange

and dreadful to look upon. For these were the tor-

mentors, and they spoke of those pains that to-morrow

they should wreak upon the Wanderer, and practised

them.

But Meriamun, who loved him, shivered as she looked,

and muttered thus beneath her breath :

' This I promise you, black ministers of death, that

in the same fashion ye shall die ere another night be

sped.'

Then she passed into the chamber, holding the signet

on high, and the tormentors fell upon their faces before

her majesty. She passed between them, and as she

went she stamped with her sandalled foot upon the

waxen image and brake it. On the further side of the

chamber was another passage, and this she followed till

she reached a door of stone that stood ajar. Here she

paused awhile, for from within the chamber there came

a sound of singing, and the voice was the Wanderer's

voice, and thus he sang :
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1 Endure, my heart : not long shalt thou endure

The shame, the smart ;

The good and ill are done ;
the end is sure ;

Endure, my heart !

There stand two vessels by the golden throne

Of Zeus on high,
From these he scatters mirth and scatters moan,

To men that die.

And thou of many joys hast had thy share,

Thy perfect part ;

Battle and love, and evil things and fair ;

Endure, my heart !

Fight one last greatest battle under shield,

Wage that war well :

Then seek thy fellows in the shadowy field

Of asphodel,
There is the knightly Hector ; there the men

Who fought for Troy ;

Shall we not fig lit our battles o'er again ?

Were that not joy 1

Though no sun shines beyond the dusky west,

Thy perfect part
There shalt thou have of the unbroken rest ;

Endure, my heart !'

Meriamun heard and wondered at this man's hardi-

hood, and the greatness of his heart who could sing

thus as he lay upon the bed of torment. Now she

pushed the door open silently and passed in. The place

where she stood was dreadful. It was shaped as a lofty

vault, and all the walls were painted with the torments

of those who pass down to Set after living wickedly on

earth. In the walls were great rings of bronze, and

chains and fetters of bronze, wherein the bones of men

yet hung. In the centre of the vault there was a bed

of stone on which the Wanderer was fastened with

fetters. He was naked, save only for a waistcloth, and

at his head and feet burned polished braziers that gave

light to the vault, and shone upon the instruments of

torment. Beyond the further braziers grinned the cage
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of Sekhet, that is shaped like a woman, and the chains

wherein the victim is set for the last torment by fire,

were hanging from the roof.

Meriamun passed stealthily behind the head of the

Wanderer, who might not see her because of the

straitness of his bonds. Yet it seemed to her that he

heard somewhat, for he ceased from singing and turned

his ear to hearken. She stood awhile in silence

looking on him she loved, who of all living men was

the goodliest by far. Then at length he spoke craftily :

'Who art thou?' he said, 'If thou art of the

number of the tormentors, begin thy work. I fearthee

not, and no groan shall thy worst torture wring from

these lips of mine. But I tell thee this, that ere I be

three days dead, the Gods shall avenge me terribly, botli

>n thee and those who sent thee. With fire and with

sword they shall avenge me, for a great host gathers

and draws nigh, a host of many nations gathered out of

all lands, ay, and a fleet manned with the sons of my
own people, of the Achseans terrible in war. They rush

>n like ravening wolves, and the land is black before

lem, but the land shall be stamped red behind their

it. Soon they shall give this city to the flames, the

ioke of it shall go up to heaven, and the fires shall be

[uenched at last in the blood of its children ay, in thy

)lood, thou who dost look on me.'

Hearing these words Meriamun bent forward to look

on the face of the speaker and to see what was written

there
;
and as she moved, her cloak slipped apart,

showing the Snake's head with the eyes of flame that

was set about her as a girdle. Fiercely they gleamed,
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and the semblance of them was shown faintly on the

polished surface of the brazier wherein the fire burned

at the Wanderer's feet. He saw it, and now he knew

who stood behind him.

'

Say, Meriamun the Queen Pharaoh's dishonoured

wife/ he said,
'

say, wherefore art thou come to look

upon thy work ? Nay, stand not behind me, stand

where I may see thee. Fear not, I am strongly bound,

nor may I lift a hand against thee.'

Then Meriamun, still speaking no word, but wonder-

ing much because he knew her ere his eyes fell upon

her, passed round the bed of torment, and throwing

down her cloak stood before him in her dark and

royal loveliness.

He looked upon her beauty, then spoke again :

'

Say, wherefore art thou come hither, Meriamun ?

Surely, with my ears I heard thee swear that I had

wronged thee. Wouldst thou then look on him who

wronged thee, or art thou come, perchance, to watch my
torments, while thy slaves tear limb from limb, and

quench yon fires with my blood ? Oh, thou evil woman

thou hast worked woe on me indeed, and perchance

canst work more woe now that I lie helpless here. But

this I tell thee, that thy torments shall outnumber mine

as the stars outnumber the earth. For here, and here-

after, thou shalt be parched with such a thirst of love

as never may be quenched, and in many another land,

and in many another time, thou shalt endure thine

agony afresh. Again, and yet again, thou shalt clasp

and conquer ; again, and yet again, thou shalt let slip,

and in the moment of triumph lose. By the Snake's
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head I swore my troth to thee, I, who should have

sworn hy the Star
;
and this I tell thee, Meriamun, that

as the Star shall shine and be my beacon through the

ages, so through the ages shall the Snake encircle thee

and be thy doom/
' Hold !

'

said Meriamun,
'

pour no more bitter words

upon me, who am distraught of love, and was maddened

by thy scorn. Wouldst thou know then why I am
come hither ? For this cause I am come, to save thee

from thy doom. Hearken, the time is short. It is

true though how thou knowest it I may not guess it

is true that the barbarians march on Khem, and with

them sails a fleet laden with the warriors of thine own

people. This also is true, Pharaoh has returned alone :

and all his host is swallowed in the Sea of Weeds.

And I, foolish that I am, I would save thee, Odysseus,

thus : I will put it in the heart of Pharaoh to pardon

thy great offence, and send thee forward against the

foe
; yes, I can do it. Bat this thou shalt swear to me,

to be true to Pharaoh, and smite the barbarian host.'

' That I will swear,' said the Wanderer,
c

ay, and keep
the oath, though it is hard to do battle on my kin. Is

that all thy message, Meriamun ?
'

' Not all, Odysseus. One more thing must thou

swear, or if thou swearest it not, here thou shalt surely

die. Know this, she who in Khem is named the

Hatlior, but who perchance has other names, hath put

thee from her because last night thou wast wed to me/
'
It may well be so/ said the Wanderer.

' She hath put thee from her, and thou thou art

bound to me by that which cannot be undone, and by
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PHARAOH'S DEEAM.

PHARAOH slept heavily in bis place, for he was

wearied with grief and toil. But Meriamun passed

into the chamber, and standing at the foot of the

golden bed, lifted up her hands and by her art called

visions down on Pharaoh, false dreams through the

Ivory Gate. So Pharaoh dreamed, and thus his vision

went :

He dreamed that he slept in his bed, and that the

statue of Ptah, the Creator, descended from the pedestal

by the temple gate and came to him, towering over

him like a giant. Then he dreamed that he awoke,

and prostrating himself before the God, asked the

meaning of his coming. Thereon the God spoke to

him ;

'

Meneptah, my son, whom I love, hearken unto me.

The Nine-bow barbarians overrun the ancient land of

Khem
;
nine nations march up against Khem and lay

it waste. Hearken unto me, my son, and I will give

thee victory. Awake, awake from sloth, and I will give

thee victory. Thou shalt hew down the Nine-bow

barbarians as a countryman hews a rotting palm ; they
shall fall, and thou shalt spoil them. But hearken
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unto me, my son, thou shalt not thyself go up against

them. Low in thy dungeon there lies a mighty chief,

skilled in the warfare of the barbarians, a Wanderer who

hath wandered far. Thou shalt release him from his

bonds and set him over thy armies, and of the sin that

he has sinned thou shalt take no heed. Awake, awake,

Meneptah ;
with this bow which I give thee shalt thou

smite the Nine-bow barbarians.'

Then Meriamun laid the bow of the Wanderer, even

the black bow of Eurytus, on the bed beside Pharaoh,

and passed thence to her own chamber, and the deceitful

dream too passed away.

Early in the morning, a waiting-woman came to the

Queen saying that Pharaoh would speak with her. She

went into the ante-chamber and found him there, and

in his hand was the black bow of Eurytus.
'

Dost thou know this weapon ?
'

he asked.
'

Yea, I know it/ she answered
;

' and thou shouldst

know it also, for surely it saved us from the fury of the

people on the night of the death of the first-born. It

is the bow of the Wanderer, who lies in the place of

torment, and waits his doom because of the wrong he

would have wrought upon me.'

'

If he hath wronged thee, yet it is he who shall save

Khem from the barbarians,' said Pharaoh. ' Listen

now to the dream that I have dreamed/ and he told

her all the vision.

'
It is indeed evil that he who would have wrought

such wickedness upon me should go forth honoured,

the first of the host of Pharaoh/ quoth Meriamun.
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' Yet as the God hath spoken, so let it be. Send now

and bid them loose the man from the place of torment,

and put his armour on him and bring him before thee.'

So Pharaoh went out, and the Wanderer was loosed

from his bed of stone and clothed again in his golden

harness, and came forth glorious to see, and stood before

Pharaoh. But no arms were given him. Then Pharaoh

told him all his dream, and why he caused him to be

released from the grip of the tormentors. The Wanderer

hearkened in silence, saying no word.
' Now choose, thou Wanderer,' said Pharaoh

;

' choose

if thou wilt be borne back to the bed of torment, there

to die beneath the hands of the tormentors, or if thou

wilt go forth as the captain of my host to do battle with

the Nine-bow barbarians who waste the land of Khem.

It seems there is little faith in thine oaths, therefore

I ask no more oaths from thee. But this I swear, that

if thou art false to my trust, I will yet find means to

bring thee back to that chamber whence thou wast led

but now.'

Then the Wanderer spoke :

' Of that charge, Pharaoh, which is laid against me I

will say nothing, though perchance if I stood upon my
trial for the sin that is laid against me, I might find

words to say. Thou askest no oath from me, and no

oath I swear, yet I tell thee that if thou givest me ten

thousand soldiers and a hundred chariots, I will smite

these foes of thine so that they shall come no more to

Khem, ay, though they be of my own people, yet will

I smite them, and if I fail, then may those who go with

me slay me and send me down to Hades.'
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Thus he spoke, and as he spoke searched the hall

with his eyes. For he desired to see Rei the Priest,

and charge him with a message to Helen. But he

sought him in vain, for Rei had fled, and was in hiding

from the anger of Meriamun.

Then Pharaoh bade his officers take the Wanderer,

and set him in a chariot and bear him to the city of

On, where Pharaoh's host was gathering. Their charge

was to watch him night and day with uplifted swords,

and if he so much as turned his face from the foe

towards Tanis, then they should slay him. But when

the host of Pharaoh marched from On to do battle

on the foe, then they should give the Wanderer his

own sword and the great black bow, and obey him

in everything. But if he turned his back upon the

foe, then they should slay him ;
or if the host of Pharaoh

were driven back by the foe, then they should slay

him.

The Wanderer heard, and smiled as a wolf smiles,

but spoke no word. Thereon the great officers of

Pharaoh took him and led him forth. They set him in

a chariot, and with the chariot went a thousand horse-

men
;
and soon Meriamun, watching from the walls of

Tanis, saw the long line of desert dust that marked

the passing of the Wanderer from the city which he

should see no more.

The Wanderer also looked back on Tanis with a

heavy heart. There, far away, he could see the shrine

of Hathor gleaming like crystal above the tawny flood

of waters. And he must go down to death, leaving no

word for Her who sat in the shrine and deemed him
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faithless and forsworn. Evil was the lot that the Gods

had laid upon him, and bitter was his guerdon.

His thoughts were sad enough while the chariot

rolled toward the city of On, where the host of Pharaoh

was gathering, and the thunder of the feet of horses

echoed in his ears, when, as he pondered, it chanced

that he looked up. There, on a knoll of sand before

him, a bow-shot from the chariot, stood a camel, and on

the camel a man sat as though he waited the coming of

the host. Idly the Wanderer wondered who this might

be, and, as he wondered, the man urged the camel

towards the chariot, and, halting before it, cried
' Hold !

'

in a loud voice.

' Who art thou ?
'

cried the captain of the chariot,

' who darest cry
" hold

"
to the host of Pharaoh ?

'

'I am one who have tidings of the barbarians,' the

man made answer from the camel.

The Wanderer looked on him. He was wondrous

little, withered and old
; moreover, his skin was black

as though with the heat of the sun, and his clothing

was as a beggar's rags, though the trappings of the

camel were of purple leather and bossed with silver.

Again the Wanderer looked; he knew him not, and

yet there was that in his face which seemed familiar.

Now the captain of the chariot bade the driver halt

the horses, and cried,
' Draw near and tell thy tidings.'

' To none will I tell my tidings save to him who shall

lead the host of Pharaoh. Let him come down from

the chariot and speak A\ith me.'

'That may not be,' said the captain, for he was

charged that the Wanderer should have speech with none.
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' As thou wilt,' answered the aged man upon the

camel
;

'

go then, go on to doom ! thou art not the

first who hath turned aside a messenger from the

Gods/

'I am minded to bid the soldiers shoot thee with

arrows/ cried the captain in anger.
' So shall my wisdom sink in the sand with my blood,

and be lost with my breath. Shoot on, thou fool.'

Now the captain was perplexed, for from the aspect

of the man he deemed that he was sent by the Gods.

He looked at the Wanderer, who took but little heed, or

so it seemed. But in his crafty heart he knew that

is was the best way to win speech with the man upon
he camel. Then the captain took counsel with the

captain of the horsemen, and in the end they said to

the Wanderer :

'Descend from the chariot, lord, and walk twelve

paces forward, and there hold speech with the man.

But if thou go one pace further, then we will shoot

thee and the man with arrows.' And this he cried

ut also to him who sat upon the camel.

Then the man on the camel descended and walked

welve paces forward, and the Wanderer descended also

om the chariot and walked twelve paces forward, but

one who heeds little what he does. Now the two

tood face to face, but out of earshot of the host, who

watched them with arrows set upon the strings.
'

Greeting, Odysseus of Ithaca, son of Laertes/ he

said who was clothed in the beggar's weeds.

The Wanderer looked upon him hard, and knew him

through his disguise.

U
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1

Greeting, Rei the Priest, Commander of the Legion

of Amen, Chief of the Treasury of Amen.'

'Rei the Priest I am indeed/ he answered, 'the rest

I am no more, for Meriamun the Queen has stripped

me of my wealth and offices, because of thee, thou

Wanderer, and the Immortal whose love thou hast won,

and by whom thou hast dealt so ill. Hearken! I

learned by arts known to me of the dream of Pharaoh,

and of thy sending forth to do battle with the barbar-

ians. Then I disguised myself as thou seest, and took

the swiftest camel in Tanis, and am come hither by

another way to meet thee. Now I would ask thee one

thing. How came it that thou didst play the Immortal

false that night? Knowest thou that she waited for

thee there by the pylon gate ? Ay, there I found her

and led her to the Palace, and for that I am stripped of

my rank and goods by Meriamun, and now the Lady of

Beauty is returned to her shrine, grieving bitterly for

thy faithlessness
; though how she passed thither I

know not.'

'

Methought I heard her voice as those knaves bore

me to my dungeon,' said the Wanderer. 'And she

deemed me faithless ! Say, Rei, dost thou know the

magic of Meriamun ? Dost thou know how she won

me to herself in the shape of Argive Helen ?
'

And then, in as few words as might be, he told Rei

how he had been led away by the magic of Meriamun,

how he who should have sworn by the Star had sworn-

by the Snake.

When Rei heard that the Wanderer had sworn by
the Snake, he shuddered. ' Now I know all,' he said.
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'Fear not, thou Wanderer, not on thee shall all

the evil fall, nor on that Immortal whom thou dost

love
;
the Snake that beguiled thee shall avenge thee

also/

'

Rei,' the Wanderer said,
' one thing I charge thee.

I know that I go down to my death. Therefore I pray

thee seek out her whom thou namest the Hathor and

tell her all the tale of how I was betrayed. So shall I

die happily. Tell her also that I crave her forgiveness

and that I love her and her only.'
' This I will do if I may,' Rei answered. ' And now

the soldiers murmur and I must be gone. Listen, the

might of the Nine-bow barbarians rolls up the eastern

branch of Sihor. But one day's march from On the

mountains run down to the edge of the river, and those

mountains are pierced by a rocky pass through which

the foe will surely come. Set thou thy ambush there,

Wanderer, there at Prosopis so shalt thou smite them.

Farewell. I will seek out the Hathor if in any way
I can come at her, and tell her all. But of this I

warn thee, the hour is big with Fate, arid soon will

spawn a monstrous birth. Strange visions of doom and

death passed before mine eyes as I slept last night.

Farewell!'

Then he went back to the camel and climbed it, and

passing round the army vanished swiftly in a cloud of

dust.

The Wanderer also went back to the host, where the

captains murmured because of the halt, and mounted his

chariot. But he would tell nothing of what the man
had said to him, save that he was surely a messenger
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from the Under-world to instruct him in the waging of

the war.

Then the chariot and the horsemen passed on again,

till they came to the city of On, and found the host of

Pharaoh gathering in the great walled space that is

before the Temple of Ra. And there they pitched

their camp hard by the great obelisks that stand at

the inner gate, which Rei the architect fashioned by

Thebes, and the divine Rameses Miamun set up to the

glory of Ra for ever.



CHAPTER V.

THE VOICE OF THE DEAD.

WHEN Meriamun the Queen had watched the chariot

of the Wanderer till it was lost in the dust of the desert,

she passed down from the Palace roof to the solitude of

her chamber.

Here she sat in her chamber till the darkness

gathered, as the evil thoughts gathered in her heart,

that was rent with love of him whom she had won but

to lose. Things had gone ill with her, to little purpose

she had sinned after such a fashion as may not be for-

given. Yet there was hope. He had sworn that he

would wed her when Pharaoh was dead, and when

Argive Helen had followed Pharaoh to the Shades.

Should she shrink then from the deed of blood ? Nay,

from evil to evil she would go. She laid her hand upon

the double-headed snake that, wound her about, and

spake into the gloom:
'

Osiris waits thee, Meneptah Osiris waits thee !

The Shades of those who have died for thy love, Helen,

are gathering at the gates. It shall be done. Pharaoh,

thou diest to-night. To-morrow night, thou Goddess

Helen, shall all thy tale be told. Man may not harm
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thee indeed, but shall fire refuse to kiss thy loveli-

ness ? Are there no women s hands to light thy funeral

pile?'

Then she rose, and calling her ladies, was attired in

her most splendid robes, and caused the uraeus crown to

be set upon her head, the snake circlet of power on her

brow, the snake girdle of wisdom at her heart. And

now she hid somewhat in her breast, and passed to the

ante-chamber, where the Princes gathered for the feast.

Pharaoh looked up and saw her loveliness. So

glorious she seemed in her royal beauty that his heart

forgot its woes, and once again he loved her as he had

done in years gone by, when she conquered*him at the

Game of Pieces, and he had cast his arms about her

and she stabbed him.

She saw the look of love grow on his heavy face, and

all her gathered hate rose in her breast, though she

smiled gently with her lips and spake him fair.

They sat at the feast and Pharaoh drank. And ever

as he drank she smiled upon him with her dark eyes and

spake him words of gentlest meaning, till at length there

was nothing he desired more than that they should

be at one again.

Now the feast was done. They sat in the ante-

chamber, for all were gone save Meneptah and Meria-

mun. Then he came to her and took her hand, looking

into her eyes, nor did she say him nay.

There was a lute lying on a golden table, and there

too, as it chanced, was a board for the Game of Pieces,

with the dice, and the pieces themselves wrought in

gold.
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Pharaoh took up the gold king from the board and

toyed with it in his hand.
'

Meriamun,' he said,
' for

these five years we have been apart, thou and I. Thy
love I have lost, as a game is lost for one false move,

or one throw of the dice
;
and our child is dead and

our armies are scattered, and the barbarians come like

flies when Sihor stirs within his banks. Love only is

left to us, Meriamun/

She looked at him not unkindly, as if sorrow and

wrong had softened her heart also, but she did not

' Can dead Love waken, Meriamun, and can angry

Love forgive ?
'

She had lifted the lute and her fingers touched list-

lessly on the cords.

'

Nay, I know not/ she said
;

' who knows ? How did

Pentaur sing of Love's renewal. Pentaur the glorious

minstrel of our father, Rameses Miamun ?
'

He laid the gold king on the board, and began list-

lessly to cast the dice. He threw the 'Hathor' as it

chanced, the lucky cast, two sixes, and a thought of

better fortune came to him.
c How did the song run, Meriamun ? It is many a

year since I heard thee sing/

She touched the lute lowly and sweetly, and then

she sang. Her thoughts were of the Wanderer, but the

King deemed that she thought of himself.

joy of Love's renewing,
Could Love be born again \,

Relenting for thy rueing,
And pitying my pain :
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joy of Love's awaking,

Could Love arise from sleep,

Forgiving our forsaking

The fields we would not reap !

Fleet, fleet we fly, pursuing
The Love that fled amain,

But will he list our wooing,

Or call we but in vain ?

Ah ! vain is all our wooing,
And all our prayers are vain,

Love listeth not our suing,

Love will not wake again.

1 Will be not wake again ?
'

said Pharaoh. '

If two

pray together, will Love refuse their prayer ?
'

'

It might be so,' she said,
'
if two prayed together ;

for if they prayed, he would have heard already !

'

'

Meriarrmn/ said the Pharaoh eagerly, for he thought

her heart was moved by pity and sorrow,
' once thou

didst win my crown at the Pieces, wilt thou play me
for thy love ?

'

She thought for one moment, and then she said :

'

Yes, I will play thee, my Lord, but my hand has

lost its cunning, and it may well be that Meriamun

shall lose again, as she has lost all. Let me set the

Pieces, and bring wine for my lord.'

She set the Pieces, and crossing the room, she lifted

a great cup of wine, and put it by Pharaoh's hand.

But he was so intent on the game that he did not drink.

He took the field, he moved, she replied, and so the

game went between them, in the dark fragrant chamber

where the lamp burned, and the Queen's eyes shone in

the night. This way and that went the game, till she

lost, and he swept the board.
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Then in triumph he drained the poisoned cup of

wine, and cried,
' Pharaoh is dead !

'

' Pharaoh is dead !

'

answered Meriamun, gazing into

his eyes.
' What is that look in thine eyes, Meriamun, what is

that look in thine eyes ?
'

And the King grew pale as the dead, for he had seen

that look before when Meriamun slew Hataska.
' Pharaoh is dead !

'

she shrilled in the tone of

women who wail the dirges.
'

Pharaoh, great Pharaoh

is dead ! Ere a man may count a hundred thy days are

numbered. Strange ! but to-morrow, Meneptah, shalt

thou sit where Hataska sat, dead on the knees of Death,

an Osirian in the lap of the Osiris. Die, Pharaoh, die !

But while thou diest, hearken. There is one I love,

the Wanderer who leads thy hosts. His love I stole by
arts known to me, and because I stole it he would have

shamed me, and I accused him falsely in the ears of

men. But he comes again, and, so sure as thou shalt

sit on the knees of Osiris, so surely shall he sit upon

thy throne, Pharaoh. For Pharaoh is deadj
'

He heard. He gathered his last strength. He rose

and staggered towards her, striking at the air. Slowly
she drew away, while he followed her, awful to see. At

length he stood still, he threw up his hands, and fell

dead.

Then Meriamun drew near and looked at him

strangely.
' Behold the end of Pharaoh/ she said.

' That then

was a king, upon whose breath the lives of peoples hung
like a poised feather. Well, let him go! Earth can
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spare him, and Death is but the richer by a weary fool.

'Tis done, and well done ! Would that to-morrow's task

were also done and that Helen lay as Pharaoh lies.

So rinse the cup and now to sleep if sleep will come.

Ah, where hath sleep flown of late ? To-morrow they'll

find him dead. Well, what of it ? So do kings ofttimes

die. There, I will be going ;
never were his eyes so

large and so unlovely !

'

Now the light of morning gathered again on all the

temple tops, and men rose from sleep to go about their

labours. Meriamun watched it grow as she lay sleepless

in her golden bed, waiting for the cry that presently

should ring along the Palace walls. Hark ! What was

that ? The sound of swinging doors, the rush of running

feet. And now it came long and shrill it rose.

'Pharaoh is dead! Awake! Awake, ye sleepers!

Awake ! awake ! and look upon that which has come

about. Pharaoh is dead ! Pharaoh is dead !'

Then Meriamun arose, and followed by the ladies,

rushed from her chamber.
' Who dreams so evilly ?

'

she said.
' Who dreams

and cries aloud in his haunted sleep?'
'

Queen, it is no dream/ said one.
' Pass into the

ante-chamber and see. There lies Pharaoh dead, and

with no wound upon him to tell the manner of his

end/

Then Meriamun cried aloud with a great cry, and

threw her hair about her face, while tears fell from her

dark eyes. She passed into the chamber, and there,

fallen on his back and cold, lay Pharaoh in his royal
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robes. Awhile the Queen looked upon him as one

who is dumb with grief. Then she lifted up her voice

and cried :

'

Still is the curse heavy upon Khem and the people

of Khem. Pharaoh lies dead
; yea, he is dead who has

no wound, and this I say, that he is slain of the witch-

craft of her whom men name the Hathor. Oh, my
Lord, my Lord !

'

and kneeling, she laid her hand upon
his breast

;

'

by this dead heart of thine I swear that I

will wreak thy murder on her who wrought it. Lift

him up ! Lift up this poor clay, that was the first of

kings. Clothe him in the robes of death, and set him

on the knees of Osiris in the Temple of Osiris. Then

go forth through the city and call out this, the Queen's

command; call it from street to street. This is the

Queen's command, that "
every woman in Tanis who

has lost son, or husband, or brother, or kin or lover,

through the witchcraft of the False Hathor, or by the

plagues that she hath wrought on Khem, or in the war

with the Apura, whom she caused to fly from Khem,

do meet me at sundown in the Temple of Osiris before

the face of the God and of dead Pharaoh's Majesty."'

So they took Meneptah the Osirian, and wrapping

him in the robes of death, bore him to the knees of

Osiris, where he should sit a day and a night. And the

messengers of Meriamun went forth summoning the

women of the city to meet her at sunset in the Temple
of Osiris. Moreover, Meriamun sent out slaves by tens

and by twenties to the number of two thousand, bid^

ding them gather up all the wood that was in Tanis,

and all the oil and the bitumen, and bundles of reeds
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by hundreds such as are used for the thatching of

houses, and lay them in piles and stacks in a certain

courtyard near the Temple of Hathor. This they did,

and so the day wore on, while the women wailed about

the streets because of the death of Pharaoh.

Now it chanced that the camel of Rei the Priest fell

down from weariness as it journeyed swiftly back to

Tanis. But Rei sped forward on foot, and came to

the gates of Tanis, sorely wearied, towards the even-

ing of that day. When he heard the wailing of the

women, he asked of a passer-by what new evil had

fallen upon Khem, and learned the death of Pharaoh.

Then Rei knew by whose hand Pharaoh was dead, and

was grieved at heart, because she whom he had served

and loved Meriamun the moon-child was a murderess.

At first he was minded to go up before the Queen and

put her to an open shame, and then take his death at

her hands; but when he heard that M.eriamun had

summoned all the women of Tanis to meet her in

the Temple of Osiris, he had another thought. Hurry-

ing to that place where he hid in the city, he ate and

drank. Then he put off his beggar's rags, and robed

himself afresh, and over all drew the garment of an

aged crone, for this was told him, that no man should

be suffered to enter the .Temple. Now the day was

dying, and already the western sky was red, and he

hurried forth and mingled with the stream of women
who passed towards the Temple gates.

'Who then slew Pharaoh?' asked one; 'and why
does the Queen summon us to meet her ?

'
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'Pharaoh is slain by the witchcraft of the False

Hathor/ answered another
;

' and the Queen summons

us that we may take counsel how to be rid of the

Hathor/
1
Tell not of the accursed Hathor/ said a third

;

'

my
husband and my brother are dead at her hands, and

my son died in the death of the first-born that she called

down on Khem. Ah, if I could but see her rent limb

from limb I should seek Osiris happily/
' Some there be/ quoth a fourth,

' who say that not

the Hathor, but the Gods of those Apura brought the

woes on Khem, and some that Pharaoh was slain by

the Queen's own hand, because of the love she bears to

that great Wanderer who came here a while ago/
* Thou fool/ answered the first

;

' how can the Queen

love one who would have wrought outrage on her ?
'

'Such things have been/ said the fourth woman;

'perchance he wrought no outrage, perchance she

beguiled him as women may. Yes, yes, such things

have been. I am old, and I have seen such things/

'Yea, thou art old/ said the first. 'Thou hast no

child, no husband, no father, no lover, and no brother.

Thou hast lost none who are dear to thee through the

magic of the Hathor. Speak one more such slander on

the Queen, and we will fall upon thee and tear thy

lying tongue from its roots/

'

Hush/ said the second woman,
' here are the Temple

gates. By Isis did any ever see such a multitude of

women, and never a man to cheer them, a dreary sight,

indeed ! Come, push on, push on, or we shall find no

place. Yea, thou soldier we are women, all women,
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have no fear. No need to bare our breasts, look at

our eyes blind with weeping over the dead. Push on !

push on !

'

So they passed by the guards and into the gates

of the Temple, and with them went Rei unheeded.

Already it was well-nigh filled with women. Although

the sun was not yet dead, torches were set about to

lighten the gloom, and by them Rei saw that the

curtains before the Shrine were drawn. Presently the

Temple was full to overflowing, the doors were shut

and barred, and a voice from beyond the veil cried:

'Silence!'

Then all the multitude of women were silent, and

the light of the torches flared strangely upon their

shifting upturned faces, as fires flare over the white

sea-foam. Now the curtains of the Shrine of Osiris

were drawn aside slowly, and the light that burned

upon the altar streamed out between them. It fell

upon the foremost ranks of women, it fell upon the

polished statue of the Osiris. On the knees of Osiris

sat the body of Pharaoh Meneptah, his head resting

against the breast of the God. Pharaoh was wrapped
about with winding clothes like the marble statue of

the God, and in his cold hands were bound the crook,

the sceptre, and the scourge, as the crook, the sceptre,
and the scourge were placed in the hands of the effigy
of the God. As was the statue of the God, so was the

body of Pharaoh that sat upon his knees, and cold and
awful was the face of Osiris, and cold and awful was
the face of Meneptah the Osirian.

At the side, and somewhat in front of the statue of
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the God, a throne was placed of blackest marble, and on

the throne sat Meriamun the Queen. She was glorious

to lopk on. She wore the royal robes of Khem, the

double crown of Khem fashioned of gold, and wreathed

with the uraeus snakes, was set upon her head
;

in her

hand was the crystal cross of Life, and between her

mantle's purple folds gleamed the eyes of her snake

girdle. She sat awhile in silence speaking no word,

and all the women wondered at her glory and at dead

Pharaoh's awfulness. Then at length she spoke, low

indeed, but so clearly that every word reached the

limits of the Temple hall.

'Women of Tanis, hear me, the Queen. Let each

search the face of each, and if there be any man among

your multitude, let him be dragged forth and torn limb

from limb, for in this matter no man may hear our

counsels, lest following his madness he betray them/

Now every woman looked upon her neighbour, and

she who was next to Rei looked hard upon him so that

he trembled for his life. But he crouched into the

shadow and stared back on her boldly as though he

doubted if she were indeed a woman, and she said no

word. When all had looked, and no man had been

found, Meriamun spoke again.

'Hearken, women of Tanis, hearken to your sister

and your Queen. Woe upon woe is fallen on the head

of Khem. Plague upon plague hath smitten the ancient

land. Our first-born are dead, our slaves have spoiled

us and fled away, our hosts have been swallowed in the

Sea of Weeds, and barbarians swarm along our shores

like locusts. Is it not so, women of Tanis ?
'
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'It is so, Queen,' they answered, as with one voice.

'A strange evil hath fallen on the head of Khem.

A false Goddess is come to dwell within the land
;

her sorceries are great in the land. Month by month

men go up to look upon her deadly beauty, and month

by month they are slain of her sorceries. She takes

the husband from his marriage bed; she draws the

lover from her who waits to be a bride
;
the slave flies

to her from the household of his lord
;
the priests flock

to her from the altars of the Gods ay, the very priests

of Isis flock forsworn from the altars of Isis. All look

upon her witch-beauty, and to each she shows an

altered loveliness, and to all she gives one guerdon
Death ! Is it not so, women of Tanis ?

'

' Alas ! alas ! it is so, Queen/ answered the women,
as with one voice.

' Woes are fallen on you and Khem, my sisters, but

on me most of all are woes fallen. My people have

been slain, my land the land I love has been laid

waste with plagues; my child, the only one, is dead in

the great death; hands have been laid on me, the

Queen of Khem. Think on it, ye who are women !

My slaves are fled, my armies have been swallowed in

the sea
;
and last, O my sisters, my consort, my beloved

lord, mighty Pharaoh, son of great Rameses Miamun,
hath been taken from me ! Look ! look ! ye who are

wives, look on him who was your King and my most
beloved lord. There he sits, and all my tears and all

my prayers may not summon one single answering sigh
from that stiUed heart. The curse hath fallen on him
also. He too hath been smitten silently with everlast-
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ing silence. Look ! look ! ye who are wives, and weep
with me, ye who are left widowed/

Now the women looked, and a great groan went up
from all that multitude, while Meriamun hid her face

with the hollow of her hand. Then again she spoke.
'

I have besought the Gods, my sisters
;
I have dared

to call down the majesty of the Gods, who speak through

the lips of the dead, and I have learnt whence these

woes come. And this I have won by my prayers, that

ye who suffer as I suffer shall learn whence they come,

not from my mortal lips, indeed, but from the lips of the

dead that speak with the voice of the Gods/

Then, while the women trembled, she turned to the

body of Pharaoh, which was set upon the knees of

Osiris, and spoke to it.

' Dead Pharaoh ! great Osirian, ruling in the Under-

world, hearken to me now ! Hearken to me now, thou

Osiris, Lord of the West, first of the hosts of Death.

Hearken to me, Osiris, and be manifest through the lips

of him who was great on earth. Speak through his

cold lips, speak with mortal accents, that these people

may hear and understand. By the spirit that is in me,

who am yet a dweller on the earth, I charge thee speak.

Who is the source of the woes of Khem ? Say, Lord of

the dead, who are the living evermore/

Now the flame on the altar died away, and dreadful

silence fell upon the Temple, gloom fell upon the Shrine,

and through the gloom the golden crown of Meriamun,

and the cold statue of the Osiris, and the white face of

dead Meneptah gleamed faint and ghost-like.

Then suddenly the flame of the altar flared as flares
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the summer lightning. It flared full on the face of the

dead, and lo ! the lips of the dead moved, and from

them came the sound of mortal speech. They spake

in awful accents, and thus they spoke :

' She wlw was the curse of Achceans, she who was the

doom of Ilios ; she who sits in the Temple of Hathor, the

Fate of Man, who may not le harmed of Man, she calls

down the ivrath of the Gods on lOiem. It is spoken !
'

The echo of the awful words died away in the silence.

Then fear took hold of the multitude ofwomen because

of the words of the Dead, and some fell upon their

faces, and some covered their eyes with their hands.
'

Arise, my sisters \

'

cried the voice of Meriamun.
' Ye have heard not from my lips, but from the lips of

the dead. Arise, and let us forth to the Temple of

the Hathor. Ye have heard who is the fountain of our

woes
;
let us forth and seal it at its source for ever. Of

men she may not be harmed who is the fate of men,
from men we ask no help, for all men are her slaves,

and for her beauty's sake all men forsake us. But we
will play the part of men. Our woman's milk' shall

freeze within our breasts, we will dip our tender hands

in blood, ay, scourged by a thousand wrongs we will

forget our gentleness, and tear this foul fairness from

its home. We will burn the Hathor's Shrine with

fire, her priests shall perish at the altar, and the beauty
of the false Goddess shall melt like wax in the furnace

of our hate. Say, will ye follow me, my sisters, and
\vreak our shames upon the Shameful One, our woes

upon the Spring of Woe, our dead upon their

murderess ?
*
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She ceased, and then from every woman's throat

within the great Temple there went up a cry of rage,

fierce and shrill.

' We will, Meriamun, we will !

'

they screamed. ' To

the Hathor ! Lead us to the Hathor's Shrine ! Bring

fire ! Bring fire ! Lead us to the Hathor's Shrine !'



CHAPTER VI.

THE BURNING OF THE SHRINE.

EEI the Priest saw and heard. Then turning, he

stole away through the maddened throng of women and"

fled with what speed he might from the Temple. His

heart was filled with fear and shame, for he knew full

well that Pharaoh was dead, not at the hand of Hathor,

but at the hand of Meriamun the Queen, whom he had

loved. He knew well that dead Meneptah spake not

with the voice of the dread Gods, but with the voice of

the magic of Meriamun, who, of all women that have

been since the days of Taia, was the most skilled in

evil magic, the lore of the Snake. He knew also that

Meriamun would slay Helen for the same cause where-

fore she had slain Pharaoh, that she might win the

Wanderer to her arms. While Helen lived he was not

to be won away.

Now Rei was a righteous man, loving the Gods and

good, and hating evil, and his heart burned because of

the wickedness of the woman that once he cherished.

This he swore that he would do, if time was left to

him. He would warn the Helen so that she might fly

the fire if so she willed, ay, and would tell her all the

wickedness of Meriamun her foe.
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His old feet stumbled over each other as he fled till

he came to the gates of the Temple of the Hathor, and

knocked upon the gates.
' What wouldst thou, old crone ?

' asked the priest

who sat in the gates.
'

I would be led to the presence of the Hathor,' he

answered.

'No woman hath passed up to look upon the

Hathor/ said the priest. 'That women do not seek/

Then Rei made a secret sign, and wondering greatly

that a woman should have the inner wisdom, the priest

let him pass.

He came to the second gates.
' What wouldst thou ?

'

said the priest who sat in the

gates.
1
1 would go up into the presence of the Hathor.'

'No woman hath willed to look upon the Hathor/

said the priest.

Then again Rei made the secret sign, but still the

priest wavered.
' Let me pass, thou foolish warden,' said Rei.

'
I am a

messenger from the Gods/
'
If thou art a mortal messenger, woman, thou goest

to thy doom/ said the priest.
' On my head be it/ answered Rei, and the priest let

him pass wondering.

Now he stood before the doors of the Alabaster

Shrine that glowed with the light within. Still Rei

paused not, only uttering a prayer that he might be

saved from the unseen swords; he lifted the latch of

bronze, and entered fearfully. But none fell upon him,
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nor was he smitten of invisible spears. Before him

swung the curtains of Tyrian web, but no sound of

singing carne from behind the curtains. All was

silence in the Shrine. He passed between the curtains

and looked up the Sanctuary. It was lit with many

hanging lamps, and by their light he saw the Goddess

Helen, seated between the pillars of her loom. But

she wove no more at the loom. The web of fate was

rent by the Wanderer's hands, and lay on either side, a

shining cloth of gold. The Goddess Helen sat songless

in her lonely Shrine, and on her breast gleamed the Red

Star of light that wept the blood of men. Her head

rested on her hand, and her heavenly eyes of blue

gazed emptily down the empty Shrine.

Rei drew near trembling, though she seemed to see

him not at all, and at last flung himself upon the earth

before her. Now at length she saw him, and spoke in

her voice of music.

'Who art thou that dares to break in upon my
sorrow ?

'

she said wonderingly.
' Art thou indeed a

woman come to look on one who by the will of the

Gods is each woman's deadliest foe ?
'

Then Rei raised himself, saying :

'No woman am I, immortal Lady. I am Rei, that

aged priest who met thee two nights gone by the

pylon gates, and led thee to the Palace of Pharaoh.

And I have dared to seek thy Shrine to tell thee

that thou art in danger at the hands of Meriamun
the Queen, and also to give thee a certain message
with which I am charged by him who is named the

Wanderer/
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Now Helen looked upon him wonderingly and

spoke :

' Didst thou not but now name me immortal, Rei ?

How then can I be in danger, who am immortal, and

not to be harmed of men ? Death hath no part in me.

Speak not to me of dangers, who, alas ! can never die

till everything is done
;
but tell me of that faithless

Wanderer, whom I must love with all the womanhood

that shuts my spirit in, and all my spirit that is clothed

in womanhood. For, Rei, the Gods, withholding Death,

have in their wrath cursed me with love to torment my
deathlessness. Oh, when I saw him standing where

<>

now thou standest, my soul knew its other part, and I

learned that the curse I give to others had fallen on

myself and him/

'Yet was this Wanderer not altogether faithless to

thee, Lady,' said Rei.
'

Listen, and I will tell thee all.'

'

Speak on/ she said.
'

Ob, speak, and speak swiftly.'

Then Rei told Helen all that tale which the

Wanderer had charged him to deliver in her ear, and

keep no word back. He told her how Meriamun had

beguiled Eperitus in her shape ;
how he had fallen

in the snare and sworn by the Snake, he who should

have sworn by the Star. He told her how the Wan-

derer had learned the truth, and learning it, had cursed

the witch who wronged him
;
how he had been over-

come by the guards and borne to the bed of torment;

how he had been freed by the craft of Meriamun; and

how he had gone forth to lead the host of Khem. All

this he told her swiftly, hiding naught, while she

listened with eager ears.
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'

Truly,' she said, when all was told,
'

truly thou art a

happy messenger. Now I forgive him all. Yet has he

sworn by the Snake who should have sworn by the

Star, and because of his fault never in this space of

life shall Helen call him Lord. Yet will we follow him,

Rei. Hark ! what is that ? Again it comes, that long

shrill cry as of ghosts broke loose from Hades/
'

It is the Queen/ quoth Rei
;

' the Queen who with

all the women of Tanis comes hither to burn thee

in thy Shrine. She hath slain Pharaoh, and now she

would slay thee also, and so win the Wanderer to her

arms. Fly, Lady! Fly!'
'

Nay, I fly not,' said Helen. ' Let her come. But

do thou, Rei, pass through the Temple gates and

mingle with the crowd. There thou shalt await my
coming, and when I come, draw near, fearing nothing ;

and together we will pass down the path of the Wan-

derer in such fashion as I shall show thee. Go! go

swiftly, and bid those who minister to me pass out with

thee/

Then Rei turned and fled. Without the doors of the

Shrine many priests were gathered.
'

Fly ! the women of Tanis are upon you !

'

he cried.

*
I charge ye to fly !

'

'This old crone is mad,' quoth one. 'We watch

the Hathor, and, come all the women of the world, we

fly not/
' Ye are mad indeed,' said Rei, and sped on.

He passed the gates, the gates clashed behind him.

He won the outer space, and hiding in the shadows of

the Temple walls, looked forth. The night was dark, but
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from every side a thousand lights poured down towards

the Shrine. On they came like lanterns on the waters

of Sihor at the night of the feast of lanterns. Now he

could see their host. It was the host of the women of

Tanis, and every woman bore a lighted torch. They
came by tens, by hundreds, and by thousands, and before

them was Meriamun, seated in a golden chariot, and

with them were asses, oxen, and camels, laden with

bitumen, wood, and reeds. Now they gained the gates,

and now they crashed them in with battering trees of

palm. The gates fell, the women poured through

them. At their head went Meriamun the Queen.

Bidding certain of them stay by her chariot she passed

through, and standing at the inner gates called aloud

to the priests to throw them wide.

' Who art thou who darest come up with fire against

the holy Temple of the Hathor ?
'

asked the guardian

of the gates.
'
I am Meriamun, the Queen of Khem/ she answered,

' come with the women of Tanis to slay the Witch

thou guardest. Throw the gates wide, or die with the

Witch.'

'
If indeed thou art the Queen,' answered the priest,

'here there sits a greater Queen than thou. Go back !

Go back, Meriamun, who art not afraid to offer violence

to the immortal Gods. Go back ! lest the curse smite

See.'
' Draw on ! draw on ! ye women,' cried Meriamun

;

' draw on, smite down the gates, and tear these wicked

ones limb from limb.'

Then the women screamed aloud and battered on the
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gates with trees, so that they fell. They fell and the

women rushed in madly. They seized the priests of

Hathor and tore them limb from limb as dogs tear a

wolf. Now the Shrine stood before them.

' Touch not the doors/ cried Meriamun. '

Bring fire

and burn the Shrine with her who dwells therein.

Touch not the doors, look not in the Witch's face, but

burn her where she is with fire.'

Then the women brought the reeds and the wood,

and piled them around the Shrine to twice the height

of a man. They brought ladders also, and piled the

fuel upon the roof of the Shrine till all was covered.

And they poured pitch over the fuel, and then at the
"

word of Meriamun they cast torches on the pitch and

drew back screaming. For a moment the torches

smouldered, then suddenly on every side great tongues

of flame leapt up to heaven. Now the Shrine was

wrapped in fire, and yet they cast fuel on it till none

might draw near because of the heat. Now it burned

as a furnace burns, and now the fire reached the fuel on

the roof. It caught, and the Shrine was but a sheet of

raging flame that lit the white-walled city, and the

broad face of the waters, as the sun lights the lands.

The alabaster walls of the Shrine turned whiter yet
with heat : they cracked and split till the fabric

tottered to its fall.

' Now there is surely an end of the Witch/ cried

Meriamun, and the women screamed an answer to

her.

But even as they screamed a great tongue of flame

shot out through the molten doors, ten fathoms length
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and more, it shot like a spear of fire. Full in its path

stood a group of the burners. It struck them, it licked

them up, and lo ! they fell in blackened heaps upon the

ground.

Rei looked down the path of the flame. There, in

the doorway whence it had issued, stood the Golden

Helen, wrapped round with fire, and the molten metal

of the doors crept about her feet. There she stood in

the heart of the fire, but there was no stain of fire on

her, nor on her white robes, nor on her streaming hair
;

and even through the glow of the furnace he saw the

light of the Red Star at her breast. The flame licked

her form and face, it wrapped itself around her, and

curled through the masses of her hair. But still she

stood unharmed, while the burners shrank back amazed,

all save Meriamun the Queen. And as she stood she

sang wild and sweet, and the sound of her singing came

through the roar of the flames and reached the ears of the

women, who, forgetting their rage, clung to one another

in fear. Thus she sang ^of that Beauty which men\
seek in all women, and never find, and of the eternal \

war for her sake between the* women and the men,
|

which is the great war of the world. And thus /

her song ended : I

* Will ye bring flame to burn my Shrine

Who am myself a flame,

Bring death to tame this charm of mine

That death can never tame 1

Will ye bring fire to harm my head

Who am myself a fire,

Bring vengeance for your Lovers dead

Upon the World's Desire ?
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Nay, women while the earth endures,

Your loves are not your own.

They love you not, these loves of yours,

Helen they love alone !

My face they seek in every face,

Mine eyes in yours they see,

They do but kneel to you a space,

And rise and follow me !
'

Then, still singing, she stepped forward from the

Shrine, and as she went the walls fell in, and the roof

crashed down upon the rain and the flames shot into the

very sky. Helen heeded it not. She looked not back,

but out to the gates beyond. She glanced not at the

fierce blackened faces of the women, nor on the face of

Meriamun, who stood before her, but slowly passed

towards the gates. Nor did she go alone, for with her

came a canopy of fire, hedging her round with flame

that burned from nothing. The women saw the

wonder and fell down in their fear, covering their eyes.

Meriamun alone fell not, but she too must cover her

eyes because of the glory of Helen and the fierceness of

the flame that wrapped her round.

Now Helen ceased singing, but moved slowly through
the courts till she came to the outer gates. Here by
the gates was the chariot of Meriamun. Then Helen

called aloud, and the Queen, who followed, heard her

words :

'

Rei,' she cried,
' draw nigh and have no fear. Draw

nigh that I may pass with thee down that path the

Wanderer treads. Draw nigh, and let us swiftly hence,

for the hero's last battle is at hand, and I would greet
him ere he die/
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Rei heard her and drew near trembling, tearing from

him the woman's weeds he wore, and showing the

priest's garb beneath. And as he came the fire that

wrapped her glory round left her, and passed upward
like a cloak of flame. She stretched out her hand to

him, saying :

' Lead me to yonder chariot, Rei, and let us hence.'

Then he led her to the chariot, while those who stood

by fled in fear. She mounted the chariot, and he

set himself beside her. Then he grasped the reins

and called to the horses, and they bounded forward

and were lost in the night.

But Meriamun cried in her wrath :

' The Witch is gone, gone with my own servant whom
she hath led astray. Bring chariots, and let horsemen

come with the chariots, for where she passes there I will

follow, ay, to the end of the world and the coast of

Death.'



CHAPTER VII.

THE LAST FIGHT OF ODYSSEUS, LAERTES' SON.

Now the host of Pharaoh marched forth from On, to

do battle with the Nine-bow barbarians. And before

the host marched, the Captains came to the Wanderer,

according to the command of Pharaoh, and placing their

hands in his, swore to do his bidding on the march and

in the battle. They brought him the great black bow

of Eurytus, and his keen sword of bronze, Euryalus' gift,

and many a sheaf of arrows, and his heart rejoiced when

he saw the goodly weapons. He took the bow and

tried it, and as he drew the string, once again and for

the last time it sang shrilly of death to be. The

Captains heard the Song of the Bow, though what it

said the Wanderer knew alone, for to their ears it came

but as a faint, keen cry, like the cry of one who drowns

in the water far from the kindly earth. But they mar-

velled much at the wonder, and said one to another

that this man was no mortal, but a God come from the

Under-world.

Then the Wanderer mounted the chariot of bronze

that had been made ready for him, and gave the word

to march.,
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All night the host marched swiftly, and at dny-

break they camped beneath the shelter of a long, low

hill. But at the sunrise the Wanderer left the host,

climbed the hill with certain of the Captains, and looked

forth. Before him was a great pass in the mountains,

ten furlongs or more in length, and through it ran the

road. The sides of the mountain sloped down to the

road, and were strewn with rocks split by the sun,

polished by the sand, and covered over with bush that

grew sparsely, like the hair on the limbs of a man. To

the left of the mountains lay the river Sihor, but none

might pass between the mountain and the river. The

Wanderer descended from the hill, and while the soldiers

ate, drove swiftly in his chariot to the further end of

the pass and looked forth again. Here the river curved

to the left, leaving a wide plain, and on the plain he

saw the host of the Nine-bow barbarians, the mightiest

host that ever his eyes had looked upon. They were

encamped by nations, and of each nation there were

twenty thousand men, and beyond the glittering camp
of the barbarians he saw the curved ships of the

Achseans. They were drawn up on the beach of the

great river, as many a year ago he had seen them drawn

up on the shore that is by Ilios. He looked upon plain

and pass, on mountain and river, and measured the

number of the foe. Then his heart was filled with

the lust of battle, and his warlike cunning awoke. For

of all leaders of men he was the most skilled in the

craft of battle, and he desired that this, his last war,

should be the greatest war of all.

Turning his horses' heads, he galloped back to the
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host of Pharaoh and mustered them in battle array. It

was hut a little number as against the number of the

barbarians twelve thousand spearmen, nine thousand

archers, two thousand horsemen, and three hundred

chariots. The Wanderer passed up and down their

ranks, bidding them be of good courage, for this day

they should sweep the barbarians from the land.

As he spoke a hawk flew down from the right, and

fell on a heron, and slew it in mid-air. The host

shouted, for the hawk is the Holy Bird of Ea, and the

Wanderer, too, rejoiced in the omen. '

Look, men/ he

cried
;

'

the Bird of Ra has slain the wandering thief

from the waters. And so shall ye smite the spoilers

from the sea/

Then he held counsel with Captains, and certain

trusty men were sent out to the camp of the barbarians.

And they were charged to give an ill report of the host

of Pharaoh, and to say that such of it as remained

awaited the barbarian onset behind the shelter of the

hill on the further side of the pass.

Then the Wanderer summoned the Captains of the

archers, and bade them hide all their force among the

rocks and thorns on either side of the mountain pass,

and there to wait till he drew the hosts of the foe into

the pass. And with the archers he sent a part of the

spearmen, but the chariots he hid beneath the shelter

of the hill on the hither side of the pass.

Now, when the ambush was set, and all were gone
save the horsemen only, his spies came in and told him
that the host of the barbarians marched from their

camp, but that the Achseans marched not, but stopped
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by the river to guard the camp and ships. Then the

Wanderer bade the horsemen ride though the pass and

stand in the plain beyond, and there await the foe.

But when the hosts of the barbarians charged them,

they must reel before the charge, and at length fly

headlong down the pass as though in fear. And he

himself would lead the flight in his chariot, and where

he led there they should follow.

So the horsemen rode through the pass and formed

their squadrons on the plain beyond. Now the foe

drew nigh, and a glorious sight it was to see the mid-

day sun sparkling on their countless spears. Of horse-

men they had no great number, but there were many
chariots and swordsmen, and spearmen, and slingers

beyond count. They came on by nations, and in the

centre of the host of each nation sat the king of the

nation in a glorious chariot, with girls and eunuchs,

holding fans to fan him with and awnings of silk to

hide him from the sun.

Now the Wanderer hung back behind the squadrons

of horsemen as though in fear. But presently he sent

messengers bidding the Captains of the squadrons to

charge the first nation, and fight for a while but feebly,

and then when they saw him turn his horses and gallop

through the pass, to follow after him as though in

doubt, but in such fashion as to draw the foe upon
their heels.

This the Captains of the mercenaries did. Once

they charged and were beaten back, then they charged

again, but the men made as though they feared the

onset. Now the foe came hard after them, and the
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Wanderer turned his chariot and fled through the pass,

followed slowly by the horsemen. And when the hosts

of the barbarians saw them turn, they set up a mighty

shout of laughter that rent the skies, and charged after

them.

But the Wanderer looked back and laughed also.

Now he was through the pass followed by the horse-

men, and after them swept the hosts of the barbarians,

like a river that has burst its banks. Still the Wan-

derer held his hand till the whole pass was choked with

the thousands of the foe, ay, until the half of the first

of the nations had passed into the narrow plain that

lay between the hill and the mouth of the pass. Then,

driving apace up the hill, he stood in his chariot and

gave the signal. Lifting his golden shield on high he

flashed it thrice, and all the horsemen shouted aloud.

At the first flash, behold, from behind every rock and

bush of the mountain sides arose the helms of armed

men. At the second flash there came a rattling sound

of shaken quivers, and at the third flash of the golden

shield, the air was darkened with the flight of arrows.

As the sea-birds on a lonely isle awake at the cry of

the sailor, and wheel by thousands from their lofty cliffs,

so at the third flash of the Wanderer's shield the arrows

of his hidden host rushed downward on the foe, rattling

like hail upon their harness. For awhile they kept
their ranks, and pressed on over the bodies of those

that fell. But soon the horses in the chariots, maddened
with wounds, plunged this way and that, breaking their

companies and trampling the soldiers down. Now some

strove to fly forward, and some were fain to fly back,
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and many an empty chariot was dragged this way and

that, but ever the pitiless rain of shafts poured down,

and men fell by thousands beneath the gale of death.

Now the mighty host of the Nine-bows rolled back,

thinned and shattered, towards the plain, and now the

Wanderer cried the word of onset to the horsemen and

to the chariots that drew from behind the shelter of the

hill, and following after him they charged down upon
those barbarians who had passed the ambush, singing

the song of Pentaur as they charged. Among those

nigh the mouth of the pass was the king of the nation

of the Libu, a great man, black and terrible to see.

The Wanderer drew his bow, the arrow rushed forth

and pierced the king, and he fell dead in his chariot.

Then those of his host who had passed the ambush

turned to fly, but the chariot of the Wanderer dashed

into them, and after the chariot came the horsemen,

and after the horsemen the chariots of Pharaoh.

Now all who were left of the broken host rolled back,

mad with fear, while the spearmen of Pharaoh galled

them as hunters gall a flying bull, and the horsemen

of Pharaoh trampled them beneath their feet. Red

slaughter raged all down the pass, helms, banners,

arrow-points shone and fell in the stream of the tide

of war, but at length the stony way was clear save for

the dead alone. Beyond the pass the plain was black

with flying men, and the fragments of the broken

nations were mixed together as clay and sand are

mixed of the potter. Where now were the hosts of

the Nine-bow barbarians? Where now were their

glory and their pride ?
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The Wanderer gathered his footmen and his chariots

and set them in array again, but the horsemen he sent

out to smite the flying nations and wait his coming by

the camp ;
for there were mustering those who were

left of the nations, perchance twenty thousand men,

and before their ships were ranged the dense ranks of

the Achseans, shield to shield, every man in his place.

The Wanderer led his host slowly across the sandy

plain, till at length he halted it two bow-shots from the

camp of the barbarians. The camp was shaped like a

bow, and the river Sihor formed its string, and round

it was a deep ditch, and beyond the ditch a wall of clay.

Moreover, within the camp and nearer to the shore

there was a second ditch and wall, and behind it were

the beaks of the ships and the host of Aquaiusha, even

of his own dear people the Achgeans. There were the

old blazons, and the spears that had fought below Troy
town. There were the two lions of Mycenae, the Cen-

taur of the son of Polypaetas, son of Pirithous
;
there

were the Swan of Lacedsemon, and the Bull of the

Kings of Crete, the Rose of Rhodes, the Serpent of

Athens, and many another knightly bearing of old

friends and kindred dear. And now they were the

blazons of foemen, and the Wanderer warred for a

strange king, and for his own hand, beneath the wings
of the Hawk of the Legion of Ra.

The Wanderer sent heralds forward, calling to those

barbarians who swarmed behind the wall to surrender

to the host of Pharaoh, but this, being entrenched by
the river Sihor, they would in nowise do. For they
were mad because of their slaughtered thousands, and



THE LAST FIGHT OF ODYSSEUS. 297

moreover they knew that it is better to die than to live

as slaves. This they saw also, that their host was still

as strong as the host of Pharaoh, which was without the

wall, and weary with the heat and stress of battle and

the toil of marching through the desert sands. Now
the Captains of the host of Pharaoh came to the

Wanderer, praying him that he would do no more battle

on that day, because the men were weary, and the

horses neighed for food . and water.

But he answered them :

'

I swore to Pharaoh that

I would utterly smite the people of the Nine-bows and

drive them down to death, so that the coasts of Khem

may be free of them. Here I may not camp the host,

without food or pasture for the horses, and if I go back,

the foe will gather heart and come on, and with them

the fleet of the Achseans, and no more shall we lure

them into ambush, for therein they have learned a

lesson. Nay, get you to your companies. I will go up

against the camp/
Then they bowed and went, for having seen his deeds

and his skill and craft in war, they held him the first of

Captains, and dared not say him nay.

So the Wanderer divided his host into three parts,

set it in order of battle, and moved
t up against the

camp. But he himself went with the centre part

against the gate of the camp, for here there was an

earthen way for chariots, if but the great gates might
be passed. And at a word the threefold host rushed on

to the charge. But those within the walls shot them

with spears and arrows, so that many were slain, and

they were rolled back from the wall as a wave is rolled
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from the cliff. Again the Wanderer bade them charge

on the right and left, bearing the dead before them as

shields, and hurling corpses into the ditch to fill it.

But he himself hang back awhile with the middle army,

watching how the battle went, and waiting till the foe

at the gate should be drawn away.

Now the mercenaries of Pharaoh forced a passage on

the right, and thither went many of the barbarians who

watched the gate, that they might drive them back.

Then the Wanderer bade men take out the poles of

chariots and follow him and beat down the gates with

the poles. This with much toil and loss they did, for

the archers poured their arrows on the assailants of the

gate. Now at length the gates were clown, and the

Wanderer rushed through them with his chariot. But

even as he passed the mercenaries of Pharaoh were

driven out from the camp on the right, and those who

led the left attack fled also. The soldiers who should

have followed the Wanderer saw and wavered a little

moment, and while they wavered the companies of the

barbarians poured into tlie gateway and held it so that

none might pass. Now the Wanderer was left alone

within the camp, and back he might not go. But fear

came not nigh him, nay, the joy of battle filled his

mighty heart. He cast his shield upon the brazen floor

of the chariot, and cried aloud to the charioteer, as he

loosened the long gray shafts in his quiver.
' Drive on, thou charioteer ! Drive on ! The jackals

leave the lion in the toils. Drive on ! Drive on ! and

win a glorious death, for thus should Odysseus die.'

So the charioteer, praying to his Gods, lashed the
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horses with his scourge, and they sprang forward madly

among the foe. And as they rushed, the great bow

rang and sang the swallow string rung the bow and

sung the string, and the lean shaft drank the blood of a

leader of men. Again the string sang, again the shaft

sped forth, and a barbarian king fell from his chariot

as a diver plunges into the sea, and his teeth bit the

sand.

'Dive deep, thou sea-thief!' cried the Wanderer,
' thou mayest find treasures there ! Drive on, thou

charioteer, so should lions die while jackals watch/

Now the barbarians looked on the Wanderer and

were amazed. For ever his chariot rushed to and fro,

across the mustering ground of the camp, and ever his

gray shafts carried death before them, and ever the

foemen's arrows fell blunted from his golden harness.

They looked on him amazed, they cried aloud that this

was the God of War come down to do battle for Khem,
that it was Sutek the Splendid, that it was Baal in his

strength ; they fled amain before his glory and his

might. For the Wanderer raged among them like

great Rameses Miamun among the tribes of the Khita :

like Monthu, the Lord of Battles, and lo ! they fled

before him, their knees gave way, their hearts were

turned to water, he drove them as a herdsman drives

the yearling calves.

But now at length a stone from a sling smote the

charioteer who directed the chariot, and sunk in be-

tween his eyes, so that he fell down dead from the

chariot. Then the reins flew wide, and the horses

rushed this way and that, having no master. And now
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a spear pierced the heart of the horse on the right, so

that he fell, and the pole of the chariot snapped in

two. Then the barbarians took heart and turned, and

some of them set on to seize the body of the charioteer,

and spoil his arms. But the Wanderer leaped down

and bestrode the corpse with shield up and spear aloft.

Now among the press of the barbarians there was a

stir, as of one thrusting his way through them to the

front. And above the plumes of their helmets and

the tossing of their shields the Wanderer saw the

golden head, unhelmeted, of a man, taller than the

tallest there from the shoulders upwards. Unhelmeted

he came and unshielded, with no body armour. His

flesh was very fair and white, and on it were figures

pricked in blue, figures of men and horses, snakes and

sea-beasts. The skin of a white bear was buckled

above his shoulder with a golden clasp, fashioned in the

semblance of a boar. His eyes were blue, fierce and

shining, and in his hand he held for a weapon the trunk

of a young pine-tree, in which was hafted a weighty
axe-head of rough unpolished stone.

1 Give way !

'

he cried.
' Give place, ye dusky dwarfs,

ana let a man see this champion !'

So the barbarians made a circle about the Wanderer

and the giant, and stood silently to watch a great fight.
' Who art thou ?

'

said the mighty man disdainfully,

'and whence? Where is thy city, and thy parents
who begat thee ?

'

' Now I will avow that men call me Odysseus, Sacker

of Cities, Laertes' son, a Prince of the Achaeans,' said

the Wanderer. ' And who art thou, I pray thee, and
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where is thy native place, for city, I wot, thou hast

none?'

Then the mighty man, swinging his great stone axe

in a rhythmic motion, began to chant a rude lay, and

this was the manner of the singing

*

Laestrygons men
And Cimmerians call us

Born of the land

Of the sunless winter,
Born of the land

Of the nightless summer ;

Cityless we,
Beneath dark pine boughs,

By the sea abiding
Sail o'er the swan's bath.

Wolf am I hight,
The son of Signy,
Son of the were-wolf.

Southwards I sailed,

Sailed with the amber,
Sailed with the foam-wealth.

Among strange peoples,

Winning me wave-flame,1

Winning me war-fame,

Winning me women.
Soon shall I slay thee,

Sacker of Cities !

'

With that, and with a cry, he rushed on the Wan-

derer, his great axe swung aloft, to fell him at a blow.

But while the giant had been singing, the Wanderer

had shifted his place a little, so that the red blaze of

the setting sun was in his face. And as the mighty
man came on, the Wanderer lifted up his golden shield

and caught the sunlight on it, and flashed it full in the

i Gold.

7.
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giant's eyes, so that he was dazzled, and could not see

to strike. Then the Wanderer smote at his naked right

arm, and struck it on the joint of the elbow; with all

his force he smote, and the short sword of Euryalus bit

deep, and the arm fell, with the axe in the hand-grip.

But so terrible was the stroke that bronze might not

abide it, and the blade was shattered from the ivory

handle.

'Did'st thou feel aught, thou Man-eater?' cried

Odysseus, jeering, for he knew from the song of the

giant that he was face to face with a wanderer from an

evil race, that of old had smitten his ships and devoured

his men the Laestrygons of the land of the Midnight

Sun, the Man-eaters.

But the giant caught up his club of pine-tree in his

left hand, the severed right arm yet clinging to it.

And he gnawed on the handle of the stone axe with

his teeth, and bit the very stone, and his lips foamed,

for a fury came upon him. Roaring aloud, suddenly

he smote at the Wanderer's head, and beat down his

shield, and crushed his golden helm so that he fell on

one knee, and all was darkness around him. But his

hands lit on a great stone, for the place where they

fought was the holy place of an ancient temple, old

and ruined before King Mena's day. He grasped

the stone with both hands; it was the basalt head

of a fallen statue of a God or a man, of a king long

nameless, or of a forgotten God. With a mighty strain

the Wanderer lifted it as he rose, it was a weight
of a chariot's burden, and poising it, he hurled it

straight at the breast of the Laestrygon, who had
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drawn back, whirling his axe, before he smote another

blow. But ere ever the stroke fell, the huge stone struck

him full and broke in his breast-bone, and he staggered

long, and fell like a tree, and the black blood came up

through his bearded lips, and his life left him.

Then the multitude of the barbarians that stood gazing

at the fray drew yet further back in fear, and the Wan-

derer laughed like a God at that old score paid, and at

the last great stroke of the hands of the City-sacker,

Odysseus.

CHAPTER VIII.

1 TILL ODYSSEUS COMES !

'

THE Wanderer laughed like a God, though he deemed

that the end was near, and the foes within the camp and

the friends without looked on him and wondered.

'

Slay him !

'

cried the foes within, speaking in many

.tongues.
'

Slay him !

'

they cried, and yet they feared

the task, but circled round like hounds about a mighty

boar at bay.
'

Spare him !

'

shouted the host of the Achaeans,

watching the fray from far, as they stood behind their

inner wall, for as yet they had not mingled in the battle

but stayed by their ships to guard them.



3o4 THE WORLD'S DESIRE.

' Eescue him !

'

cried the Captains ofPharaohwithout,

but none came on to force the way.

Then of a sudden, as Fate hung upon the turn, a

great cry of fear and wonder rose from the ranks of

Pharaoh's host beyond the wall. It swelled and swelled

till at length the cry took the sound of a name the

sound of the name of Hathor.

' The Hathor ! the Hathor ! See, the Hathor comes !

'

The Wanderer turned his head and looked swiftly.

A golden chariot sped down the slope of sand towards

the gate of the camp. The milk-white horses were

stained with sweat and splashed with blood. They
thundered on towards the gate down the way that was

red with blood, as the horses of the dawn rush through

the blood-red sky. A little man, withered and old, drove

the chariot, leaning forward as he drove, and by his side

stood the Golden Helen. The Red Star blazed upon her

breast, her hair and filmy robes floated on the wind.

She looked up and forth. Now she saw him, Odysseus

of Ithaca, her love, alone, beset with foes, and a cry

broke from her. She tore away the veil that hid her

face, and her beauty flashed out upon the sight of men as

the moon flashes from the evening mists. She pointed

to the gate, she stretched out her arms towards the host

of Pharaoh, bidding them look upon her and follow her.

Then a shout went up from the host, and they rushed

onwards in the path of the chariot, for where the Helen

leads there men must follow through Life to Death

through War to Peace.

On the chariot rushed to the camp, and after it the host
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of Pharaoh followed. The holders of the gate saw the

beauty of her who rode in the chariot
; they cried aloud

in many tongues that the Goddess of Love had come to

save the God of War. They
fled this way and that, or

stood drunken with the

sight of beauty, and were

'BY HIS SIDE STOOD THE

GOLDEN HELEN.'

dashed down by the horses and crushed of the chariot

wheels. Now she had passed the gates, and after her

poured the host of Pharaoh. Now Rei reined up the

horses by the broken chariot of the Wanderer, and now

the Wanderer, with a shout of joy, had sprung into the

chariot of Helen.
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'And art thou come to be with me in my last

battle?' he whispered in her ear. 'Art thou indeed

that Argive Helen whom I love, or am I drunk with

the blood of men and blind with the sheen of spears,

and is this the vision of a man doomed to die ?
'

'
It is no vision, Odysseus, for I am Helen's self,' she

/ answered gently.
'
I have learned all the truth, and

V knowing thy fault, count it but a little thing. Yet

because thou didst forget the words of the immortal

Goddess, who, being my foe now and for ever, set this

cunning snare for thee, the doom is on thee, that Helen

shall not be thine in this space of life. For thou

fightest in thy last battle, Odysseus. On ! see thy
hosts clamour to be led, and there the foe hangs black

as storm and shoots out the lightning of his spears.

On, Odysseus, on ! that the doom may be accomplished,
and the word of the Ghost fulfilled !

'

Then the Wanderer turned and called to the Cap-

tains, and the Captains called to the soldiers and set

them in array, and following the blood-red Star they
rolled down upon the gathered foe as the tide rolls

upon the rocks when the breatli of the gale is strong ;

and as the waters leap and gather till the rocks are lost

in the surge, so the host of Pharaoh leapt upon the foe

and swallowed them up. And ever in the forefront of

the war blazed the Red Star on Helen's breast, and ever

the sound of her singing pierced the din of death.

Now the host of the Nine-bow barbarians was utterly

destroyed, and the host of Pharaoh came up against
the wall that was set about the camp of the Achreans
to guard their ships, and at its head came the golden
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chariot wherein were the Wanderer and Helen. The

Captains of the Achaeans looked wondering from their

wall, watching the slaughter of their allies.

'

Now, who is this/ cried a Captain,
' who is this clad

in golden armour fashioned like our own, who leads

the host of Pharaoh to victory ?
'

Then a certain aged leader of men looked forth and

answered :

' Such armour I have known indeed, and such a man

once wore it. The armour is fashioned like the armour

of Paris, Priam's son Paris of Ilios; but Paris hath

long been dead/

'And who is she,' cried the Captain, 'she on whose

breast a Red Star burns, who rides in the chariot of him

with the golden armour, whose shape is the shape of

Beauty, and who sings aloud while men go down to

death ?
'

Then the aged leader of men looked forth again and

answered :

' Such a one I have known, indeed
;
so she was wont

to sing, and hers was such a shape of beauty, and such

a Star shone ever on her breast. Helen of Ilios Argive

Helen it was who wore it Helen, because of whose

loveliness the world grew dark with death
;
but long is

Helen dead/

Now the Wanderer glanced from his chariot and saw

the crests of the Achseans and the devices on the shields

of men with whose fathers he had fought beneath the

walls of Ilios. He saw and his heart was stirred within

him, so that he wept there in the chariot.

' Alas ! for the fate that is on me/ he cried,
'

that I
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must make my last battle in the service of a stranger

against my own people and the children of my own dear

friends.'

*

Weep not, Odysseus,' said Helen,
'

for Fate drives

thee on Fate that is cruel and changeless, and heeds

not the loves or hates of men. Weep not, Odysseus,

but go on up against the Achoeans, for from among them

thy death comes/

So the Wanderer went on, sick at heart, shooting no

shafts and striking no blow, and after him came the

remnant of the host of Pharaoh. Then he halted the

host, and at his bidding Rei drove slowly down the wall

seeking a place to storm it, and as he drove they shot

at the chariot from the Avail with spears and slings and

arrows. But not yet was the Wanderer doomed. He

took no hurt, nor did any hurt come to Rei nor to the

horses that drew the chariot, and as for Helen, the

shafts of Death knew her and turned aside. Now while

they drove thus Rei told the Wanderer of the death of

Pharaoh, of the burning of the Temple of Hathor, and

of the flight of Helen. The Wanderer hearkened and

said but one thing, for in all this he saw the hand of

Fate.

'

It is time to make an end, Rei, for soon will

Meriamun be seeking us, and methinks that I have left

a trail that she can follow,' and he nodded at the piled-

up dead that stretched further than the eye could

reach.

Now they were come over against that spot in the

wall where stood the aged Captain of the Achaeans, who
had likened the armour of the Wanderer to the armour
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of Paris, and the beauty of her at his side to the beauty
of Argive Helen.

The Captain loosed his bow at the chariot, and lean-

ing forward watched the flight of the shaft. It rushed

straight at Helen's breast, then of a sudden turned

aside, harming her not. And as he marvelled she lifted

her face and looked towards him. Then he saw and

knew her for that Helen whom he had seen while he

served with Cretan Idomeneus in the Argive ships,

when the leaguer was done and the smoke went up
from burning Ilios.

Again he looked, and lo ! on the Wanderer's golden

shield he saw the White Bull, the device of Paris, son

of Priam, as ofttimes he had seen it glitter on the walls

of Troy. Then great fear took him, and he lifted up his

hands and cried aloud :

'

Fly, ye Acha3ans ! Fly ! Back to your curved ships

and away from this accursed land. For yonder in the

chariot stands Argive Helen, who is long dead, and

with her Paris, son of Priam, come to wreak the woes of

Ilios on the sons of those who wasted her. Fly, ere the

curse smite you.'

Then a great cry of fear rose from the host of the

Achseans, as company called to company that the ghosts

of Paris of Ilios and Argive Helen led the armies of

Pharaoh on to victory. A moment they gazed as fright-

ened sheep gaze upon the creeping wolves, then turning

from the wall, they rushed headlong to their ships.

Behind them came the soldiers of Pharaoh, storming

the walls and tearing at their flanks as wolves tear the

flying sheep. Then the Achseans turned at bay, and a
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mighty fray raged round the ships, and the knees of

many were loosened. And of the ships, some were

burned and some were left upon the bank. But a

remnant of them were pushed off into the deep water,

and hung there on their oars waiting the end of the fray.

Now the sun was gone down, so that men could

scarce see to slay each other. The Wanderer stood

in his chariot on the bank, watching the battle, for he

was weary, and had little mind to swell the slaughter of

the people of his own land.

Now the last ship was pushed off, and at length the

great battle was done. But among those on the ship

was a man still young, and the goodliest and mightiest

among all the host of the Achseans. By his own

strength and valour he had held the Egyptians back

while his comrades ran the curved ship down the beach,

and the Wanderer, looking on him, deemed him their

hardiest warrior and most,worthy of the Achseans.

He stood upon the poop of the ship, and saw the

light from the burning vessels gleam on the Wanderer's

golden helm. Then of a sudden he drew a mighty
bow and loosed an arrow charged with death.

' This gift to the Ghost of Paris from Telegonus, son

of Circe and of Odysseus, who was Paris' foe/ he cried

with a loud voice.

And as he cried it, and as the fateful words struck on

the ears of Odysseus and the ears of Helen, the shaft,

pointed by the Gods, rushed on. It rushed on, it smote

the Wanderer with a deadly wound where the golden

body-plate of his harness joined the taslets, and pierced
him through. Then he knew that his fate was accom-
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plished, and that death came upon him from the water,

as the ghost of Tiresias in Hades had foretold. In his

pain, for the last time of all, he let fall his shield and the

black bow of Eurytus. With one hand he clasped the

rail of the chariot and the other he threw about the neck

of the Golden Helen, who bent beneath his weight like a

lily before the storm. Then he also cried aloud in answer :

'

Oh, Telegonus, son of Circe, what wickedness hast

thou wrought before the awful Gods that this curse

should have been laid upon thee to slay him who begat

thee ? Hearken, thou son of Circe, I am not Paris, Iv

am Odysseus of Ithaca, who begat thee, and thou hast )

brought my death upon me from the water, as the Ghost

foretold.'

When Telegonus heard these words, and knew that

he had slain his father, the famed Odysseus, whom he

had sought the whole world through, he would have

cast himself into the river, there to drown, but those

with him held him by strength, and the stream took the

curved ship and floated it away. And thus for the first

and last time did the Gods give it to Telegonus to\

look upon the face and hear the voice of his fatheh/

Odysseus.

But when the AchaBans knew that it was the lost

Odysseus who had led the host of Pharaoh against the

armies of the Nine Nations, they wondered no more at

the skill of the ambush and the greatness of the victory

of Pharaoh.

Now the chariots of Meriamun were pursuing, and

they splashed through the blood of men in the pass, and
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rolled over the bodies of men in the plain beyond the

pass. They came to the camps and found them peopled

with dead, and lit with the lamps of the blazing ships

of the Aquaiusha. Then Meriamun cried aloud :

'

Surely Pharaoh grew wise before he died, for there

is but one man on the earth who with so small a force

could have won so great a fray. He hath saved the

crown of Khem, and by Osiris he shall wear it.'

Now the chariots of Meriamun had passed the camp
of the barbarians, and were come to the inner camp of

the Achseans, and the soldiers shouted as she came

driving furiously.

The Wanderer lay dying on the ground, there by the

river-bank, and the light of the burning ships flamed

on his golden armour, and on the Star at Helen's breast.

'Why do the soldiers shout?' he asked, lifting his

head from Helen's breast.

'

They shout because Meriamun the Queen is come/
Rei answered.

' Let her come,' said the Wanderer.

Now Meriamun sprang from her chariot and walked,

through the soldiers who made way, bowing before her

royalty, to where the Wanderer lay, and stood speech-
less looking on him.

But the Wanderer lifting his head spake faintly :

' Hail ! Queen !

'

he said,
'

I have accomplished
the charge that Pharaoh laid upon me. The host of

the Nine-bow barbarians is utterly destroyed, the fleet

of the Aquaiusha is burned, or fled, the land of Khem
is free from foes. Where is Pharaoh, that I may make

report to him ere I die ?
'
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' Pharaoh is dead, Odysseus/ she answered. '

Oh,

live on ! live on ! and thyself thou shalt be Pharaoh.'
'

Ay, Meriamun the Queen/ answered the Wanderer,
'

I know all. Pharaoh is dead ! Thou didst slay

Pharaoh, thinking thus to win me for thy Lord, me, who

am won of Death. Heavily shall the blood of Pharaoh

lie upon thee in that land whither I go, Meriamun, and

whither thou must follow swiftly. Thou didst slay

Pharaoh, and Helen, who through thy guile is lost to

me, thou wouldst have slain also, but thou couldst not

harm her immortality. And now I die, and this is the

end of all these Loves and Wars and Wanderings. My
death has come upon me from the water.'

Meriamun stood speechless, for her heart was torn in

two, so that in her grief she forgot even her rage against

Helen and Rei the Priest.

Then Helen spoke. 'Thou diest indeed, OdysseusX

yet it is but for a little time, for thou shalt come again )

and find me waiting.'
'

Ay, Odysseus/ said the Queen,
' and I also will come

again, and thou shalt love me then. Oh, now the future

opens, and I know the things that are to be. Beneath

the Wings of Truth shall we meet again, Odysseus.'
' There shall we meet again, Odysseus, and there \

thou shalt draw the Veil of Truth/ said the Helen.
'

Yea/ quoth the dying Wanderer
;

'
there or other-

where shall we meet again, and there and otherwhere

love and hate shall lose and win, and die to arise

again. But not yet is the struggle ended that began
in other worlds than this, and shall endure till evil

is lost in good, and darkness swallowed up in light.
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Bethink tliee, Meriamun, of that vision of thy bridal

nio-ht. and read its riddle. Lo ! I will answer it withO *

my last breath as the Gods have given me wisdom.

When we three are once more twain, then shall our sin

be purged and peace be won, and the veil be drawn

from the face of Truth. Oh, Helen, fare thee well !

I have sinned against thee, I have sworn by the Snake

who should have sworn by the Star, and therefore I

have lost thee/
' Thou hast but lost to find again beyond the Gate-

ways of the West,' she answered low.

Then she bent down, and taking him in her arms,

kissed him, whispering in his ear, and the blood of men
that fell ever from the Star upon her breast, dropped
like dew upon his brow, and vanished as it dropped.

And as she whispered of joy to be, and things too

holy to be written, the face of the Wanderer grew

bright, like the face of a God.

Then suddenly his head fell back, and he was dead,

dead upon the heart of the World's Desire. For thus

was fulfilled the oath of Idalian Aphrodite, and thus

at the last did Odysseus lie in the arms of the Golden

vHelen.

Now Meriamun clasped her breast, and her lips

turned white with pain. But Helen rose, and standing
at the Wanderer's head looked on Meriamun, who stood

at his feet.

'

My sister/ said Helen to the Queen ;

'

see now the

end of all. He whom we loved is lost to us, and

what hast thou gained ? Nay, look not so fiercely on
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me. I may not be harmed of thee, as thou hast seen,

and thou mayest not be harmed of me, who would

harm none, though ever thou wilt hate me who hate

,'hee not, and till thou learnest to love me, Sin shall

be thy portion and Bitterness thy comfort/

But Meriamun spoke no word.

Then Helen beckoned to Rei and spake to him, and

Rei went weeping to do her bidding.

Presently he returned again, and with him were

soldiers bearing torches. The soldiers lifted up the

body of the Wanderer, and bore it to a mighty pyre

that was built up of the wealth of the barbarians, of

chariots, spears, and the oars of ships, of wondrous

fabrics, and costly furniture. And they laid the Wan-

derer on the pyre, and on his breast they laid the black

bow of Eurytus.

Then Helen spoke to Rei once more, and Rei took a

torch and fired the pyre so that smoke and flame burst

from it. And all the while Meriamun stood by as one

who dreams.

Now the great pyre was a mass of flame, and the

golden armour of the Wanderer shone through the

flame, and the black bow twisted and crumbled in the

heat. Then of a sudden Meriamun gave a great cry,

and tearing the snake girdle from her middle hurled

it on the flames.

' From fire thou earnest, thou Ancient Evil/ she said

in a dead tongue ;

'

to fire get thee back again, false

counsellor.'

But Rei the Priest called aloud in the same tongue :

* An ill deed thou hast done, O Queen, for thou hast

A A
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taken the Snake to thy bosom, and where the Snake

passes there thou must follow.'

Even as he spoke, the face of Meriamun grew

fixed, and she was drawn slowly towards the fire, as

though by invisible hands. Now she stood on its very

brink, and now with one loud wail she plunged into it

and cast herself at length on the body of the Wanderer.

And as she lay there on the body, behold the Snake

awoke in the fire. It awoke, it grew, it twined itself

about the body of Meriamun and the body of the

Wanderer, and lifting its head, it laughed.

Then the fire fell in, and the Wanderer and Meriamun

the Queen, and the Snake that wrapped them round,

vanished in the heart of the flames.

For awhile the Golden Helen stood still, looking on

the dying fire. Then she let her veil fall, and turning,

wandered forth into the desert and the night, singing as

she passed.

And so she goes, wandering, wandering, till Odysseus
comes again.

Now this is the tale that I, Rei the Priest, have been

bidden to set forth before I lay me down to sleep in my
splendid tomb that I have made ready by Thebes. Let

every man read it as he will, and every woman as the

Gods have given her wit.

THE END.



PALINODE.

THOU that of old didst blind Stesichorus,

If e'er, sweet Helen, such a thing befell,

We pray thee of thy grace, be good to us,

Though little in our tale accordeth well

With that thine ancient minstrel had to tell,

Who saw, with sightless eyes grown luminous,

These Ilian sorrows, and who heard the swell

Of ocean round the world ring thunderous,

And thy voice break when knightly Hector fell!

And thou who all these many years hast borne

To see the great webs of thy weaving torn

By puny hands of dull, o'er-learned men,

Homer, forgive us that thy hero's star

Once more above sea waves and waves of war,

Must rise, must triumph, and must set again I
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HALLIWELL-PHILLIPPS. With nume-
rous Illustrations and Fac-similes. 2

vols. Royal 8vo., *. is.

Shakespeare's TRUE LIFE. By JAS.
WALTER. With 500 Illustrations by
GERALD E. MOIRA. Imp. 8vo., 2xs.

Sherbrooke. LIFE AND LETTERS OF
THE RIGHT HON. ROBERT LOWE, VIS-
COUNT SHERBROOKE, G.C.B., together
with a Memoir of his Kinsman, Sir JOHN
COAPE SHERBROOKE, G.C.B. By A.
PATCHETT MARTIN. With 5 Portraits.

2 vols. 8vo., 36*.

Stephen. ESSAYS IN ECCLESIASTICAL
BIOGRAPHY. By Sir JAMES STEPHEN.
Crown 8vo. , js. 6d.

Verney. MEMOIRS OF THE VERNEY
FAMILY DURING THE CIVIL WAR.
Compiled from the Letters and Illus-

trated by the Portraits at Claydon House,
Bucks. By FRANCES PARTHENOPE
VERNEY. With a Preface by S. R.

GARDINER, M.A., LL.D. With 38
Portraits, Woodcuts and Fac-simiie. 2
vols. Royal 8vo. , 425.

Wagner. WAGNER AS I KNEW HIM.
By FERDINAND PRAEGER. Crown 8vo. ,

75. 6d.

Walford. TWELVE ENGLISH AUTHOR
ESSES. By L. B. WALFORD, Author of
1 Mischief of Monica,' &c. With Portrait

of Hannah More. Crown 8vo. , 4^. 6d.

Wellington. LIFE OF THE DUKE OF
WELLINGTON. By the Rev. G. R.

GLEIG, M.A. Crown 8vo., 3^. 6d.

Wordsworth. Works by CHARLES
WORDSWORTH, D.C.L., late Bishop of

St. Andrews.

ANNALS OF MY EARLY LIFE, 1806-

1846. 8vo., 15.5-.

ANNALS OF MY LIFE, 1847-1856. 8vo.,

ioj. 6d.

Travel and
Arnold. SEAS AND LANDS. By Sir

EDWIN ARNOLD, K.C.I.E. With 71
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , js. 6d.

AUSTRALIA AS IT IS; or, Facts and
Features, Sketches and Incidents of

Australia and Australian Life, with
Notices of New Zealand. By A CLER-
GYMAN. Crown 8vo., 5*.

Baker. Works by Sir SAMUEL WHITE
BAKER.
EIGHT YEARS IN CEYLON. With 6

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d.

THE RIFLE AND THE HOUND IN CEY-
LON. 6 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , 3.?.

6d.

Bent. Works by J. THEODORE BENT,
F.S.A., F.R.G.S.

THE RUINED CITIES OF MASHONA-
LAND : being a Record of Excavation
and Exploration in 1891. With Map,
13 Plates, and 104 Illustrations in the

Text. Cr. 8vo., js. 6d.

THE SACRED CITY OF THE ETHIOPIANS:
being a Record of Travel and Re-
search in Abyssinia in 1893. With 8

j

Plates and 65 Illustrations in the
Text. 8vo., i8s

Adventure.

Brassey. Works by LADY BRASSEY.

A VOYAGE IN THE ' SUNBEAM '

;
OUR

HOME ON THE OCEAN FOR ELEVEN
MONTHS.

Library Edition. With 8 Maps and
Charts, and 118 Illustrations. 8vo.

,

2IJ.

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 66
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 75. 6d.

Silver Library Edition. With 66
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3*. 6d.

Popular Edition. With 60 Illustra-

tions. 4to., 6d. sewed, is. cloth,

School Edition. With 37 Illustrations.

Fcp. ,
2s. cloth, or 3^. white parch-

ment.

SUNSHINE AND STORM IN THE EAST.

Library Edition. With 2 Maps and
141 Illustrations. 8vo., 2is.

Cabinet Edition. With 2 Maps and
114 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.

, js. 6d

Popular Edition. With 103 Illustra-

tions. 4to. , 6d. sewed, is. cloth.



LONGMANS & CO. 'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS.

Travel and Adventure continued.

Brassey. Works by LADY BRASSEY
continued.

IN THE TRADES. THE TROPICS, AND
THE ROARING FORTIES '.

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 220
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , js. 6d.

Popular Edition. With 183 Illustra-

tions. 410., 6d. sewed, is. cloth.

THREE VOYAGES IN THE ' SUNBEAM ?
.

Popular Edition. With 346 Illustra-

tions. 4to. ,
'2s. 6a.

THE LAST VOYAGE TO INDIA AND
AUSTRALIA IN THE 'SUNBEAM'.
With Charts and Maps, and 40 Illus-

trations in Monotone (20 full-page),
and nearly 200 Illustrations in the
Text from Drawings by R. T. PRIT-
CHETT. 8vo., 2is.

Curzon. PERSIA AND THE PERSIAN
QUESTION. With 9 Maps, 96 Illustra-

tions, Appendices, and an Index. By
the Hon. GEORGE N. CURZON, M.P.,
late Fellow of All Souls' College, Ox-
ford. 2 vols. 8vo. , 42s.

Proude. Works by JAMES A. FROUDE.
OCEANA : or England and her Colonies.
With 9 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.,
2s. boards, 2s. 6d. cloth.

THE ENGLISH IN THE WEST INDIES :

or the Bow of Ulysses. With 9 Illus-

trations. Cr. 8vo., 2s. bds. , zs. 6d. cl.

Howard.--LiFE WITH TRANS-SIBERIAN
SAVAGES. By B. DOUGLAS HOWARD,
M.A. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Howitt. VISITS TO REMARKABLE
PLACES, Old Halls, Battle-Fields,
Scenes illustrative of Striking Passages
in English History and Poetry. By
WILLIAM HOWITT. With 80 Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo., $s. 6d.

Knight. Works by E. F. KNIGHT,
Author of the Cruise of the ' Falcon '.

THE CRUISE OF THE ALERTE '

: the
Narrative of a Search for Treasure on
the Desert Island of Trinidad. With
2 Maps and 23 Illustrations. Crown
8vo., y. 6d.

WHERE THREE EMPIRES MEET : a Nar-
rative of Recent Travel in Kashmir,
Western Tibet, Baltistan, Ladak,
Gilgit, and the adjoining Countries.
With a Map and 54 Illustrations.
Cr. 8vo., js. 6d.

Lees and Clutterbuck. B. C. 1887:A RAMBLE IN BRITISH COLUMBIA. By
J. A. LEES and W. J. CLUTTERBUCK,
Authors of ' Three in Norway '. With
Map and 75 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 3^. 6d.

Montague. TALES OF A NOMAD ; or,
Sport and Strife. By CHARLES MON-
TAGUE. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Nansen. Works by Dr. FRIDTJOF
NANSEN.
THE FIRST CROSSING OF GREENLAND.
With numerous Illustrations and a
Map. Crown 8vo. , js. 6d.

ESKIMO LIFE. Translated by WILLIAM
ARCHER. With 16 Plates and 15
Illustrations in the Text. 8vo., i6s.

Biley. ATHOS : or the Mountain of the
Monks. By ATHELSTAN RILEY, M.A.
With Map and 29 Illustrations. 8vo. , zis.

Rockhill. THE LAND OF THE LAMAS :

Notes of a Journey through China, Mon-
golia, and Tibet. By WILLIAM WOOD-
VILLE ROCKHILL. With 2 Maps and
61 Illustrations. 8vo., i$s.

Stephens. MADOC : An Essay on the

Discovery of America, by MADOC AP
OWEN GWYNEDD, in the Twelfth Cen-
tury. By THOMAS STEPHENS. Edited

by LLYWARCH REYNOLDS, B.A. Oxon.
8vo., js. 6d.

THREE IN NORWAY. By Two of
Them. With a Map and 59 Illustra-

tions. Cr. 8vo. , 2s. boards, 2s. 6d. cloth.

Von Hohnel. DISCOVERY OF LAKES
RUDOLF AND STEFANIE: Account of
Count SAMUEL TELEKI'S Exploring
and Hunting Expedition in Eastern

Equatorial Africa in 1887 and 1888. By
Lieutenant LUDWIG VON HOHNEL.
With 179 Illustrations and 6 Maps. 2
vols. 8vo., 42^.

Whishaw. OUT OF DOORS IN TSAR
LAND; a Record of the Seeings ano
Doings of a Wanderer in Russia. By
FRED. J. WHISHAW. Cr. 8vo., js. 6d.

Wolff. Works by HENRY W. WOLFF.
RAMBLES IN THE BLACK FOREST.
Crown 8vo. , 73. 6d.

THE WATERING PLACES OF THE
VOSGES. Crown 8vo. , 4^. 6d.

THE COUNTRY OF THE VOSGES. With
a Map. 8vo.

,
i2s.
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Sport and Pastime.

THE BADMINTON LIBRARY.
Edited by the DUKE OF BEAUFORT, K.G., assisted by ALFRED E. T. WATSON.

ATHLETICS AND FOOTBALL. By
MONTAGUE SHEARMAN. With 51
Illlustrations. Crown 8vo., ios. 6d.

BIG GAME SHOOTING. By C. PHIL-

LIPPS-WOLLEY, F. C. SELOUS, ST.

GEORGE LITTLEDALE, &c. With 150
Illustrations. 2 vols., los. 6d. each.

BOATING. By W. B. WOODGATE. With

49 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., ios. 6d.

COURSING AND FALCONRY. By
HARDING Cox and the Hon. GERALD
LASCELLES. With 76 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo., los. 6d.

CRICKET. By A. G. STEEL and the Hon.
R. H. LYTTELTON. With Contribu-

tions by ANDREW LANG, R. A. H. MIT-

CHELL, W. G. GRACE, and F. GALE.
With 63 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , IQS. 6d.

CYCLING. By VISCOUNT BURY (Earl
of Albemarle), K.C.M.G., and G.

LACY HILLIER. With 89 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo., T.OS. 6d.

DRIVING. By the DUKE OF BEAUFORT.
With 65 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo.

,
ios. 6d.

FENCING, BOXING. AND WREST-
LING. By WALTER H. POLLOCK, F.

C. GROVE. C. PREVOST, E. B. MITCHELL,
and WALTER ARMSTRONG. With 42
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. ,

ios. 6d.

FISHING. By H. CHOLMONDELEY-PEN-
NELL. With Contributions by the

MARQUIS OF EXETER, HENRY R.

FRANCIS, R. B. MARSTON, &c.

Vol. I. Salmon, Trout, and Grayling.
With 158 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.,

ioj. 6d.

Vol. II. Pike and other Coarse Fish.

With 133 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.,

LOS. 6d.

GOLF. By HORACE G. HUTCHINSON,
the Rt. Hon. A. J. BALFOUR, M.P.,
Sir W. G. SIMPSON, Bart., ANDREW
LANG, and other Writers. With 91
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., los. 6d.

HUNTING. By the DUKE OF BEAUFORT,
K.G., and MOWBRAY MORRIS. With
Contributions by the EARL OF SUF-
FOLK AND BERKSHIRE, Rev. E. W. L.

DAVIES. With 53 Illustrations. Crown
8vo., los. 6d.

MOUNTAINEERING. By C. T. DENT,
Sir F. POLLOCK, Bart.

, W. M. CONWAY,
DOUGLAS FRESHFIELD, C. E. MA-
THEWS, C. PlLKINGTON. With 108

Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., ios. 6d.

RACING AND STEEPLE-CHASING.
Racing: By the EARL OF SUFFOLK AND
BERKSHIRE and W. G. CRAVEN.
With a Contribution by the Hon. F.

LAWLEY. Steeple-chasing: By ARTHUR
COVENTRY and ALFRED E. T. WAT-
SON. With 58 Illusts. Cr. 8vo., ios. 6d.

RIDING AND POLO. By Captain
ROBERT WEIR, J. MORAY BROWN, the

DUKE OF BEAUFORT, K.G., the EARL
of SUFFOLK AND BERKSHIRE, &c. With

59 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., T.OS. 6d.

SHOOTING. By Lord WALSINGHAM
and Sir RALPH PAYNE-GALLWEY,
Bart. With Contributions by LORD
LOVAT, A. J. STUART-WORTLEY, &C.
Vol. I. Field and Covert. With 105

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., IQS. 6d.

Vol. II. Moor and Marsh. With 65
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., ios. 6d.

SKATING, CURLING, TOBOGA-
NING, AND OTHER ICE SPORTS.
By JN. M. HEATHCOTE, C. G. TEBBUTT,
T. MAXWELL WITHAM, &c. With 284
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., ios. 6d.

SWIMMING. By ARCHIBALD SINCLAIR
and WILLIAM HENRY, Hon. Sees, of

the Life Saving Society. With 119
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., ios. 6d.

TENNIS, LAWN TENNIS, RAC-
QUETS, AND FIVES. By J. M. and
C. G. HEATHCOTE, E. O. PLEYDELL-
BOUVERIE and A. C. AINGER. With
Contributions by the Hon. A. LYTTEL-
TON, W. C. MARSHALL, Miss L. DOD,
H. W. W. WlLBERFORCE, H. F.

LAWFORD, &c. With 79 Illustrations.

Crown 8ro.
,
IDJ. 6d.

YACHTING. By the EARL OF PEMBROKE,
R. T. PRITCHETT, the MARQUIS OF
DUFFERIN AND AVA, the EARL OF

ONSLOW, LORD BRASSEY, Lieut. -Col.

BUCKNILL, LEWIS HERRESHOFF, G. L.

WATSON, E. F. KNIGHT, etc. With
Illustrations by R. T. PRITCHETT, and
from Photographs. 2 vols. ios. 6d. ,

each.
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FUR AND FEATHER SERIES.
Edited by A. E. T. WATSON.

THE PARTRIDGE. Natural History,

by the Rev. H. A. MACPHERSON;
Shooting, by A. J. STUART-WORTLEY ;

Cookery, by GEORGE SAINTSBURY.
With ii full-page Illustrations and

Vignette
'

by A. THORBURN, A. J.

STUART-WORTLEY, and C. WHYMPER,
and 15 Diagrams in the Text by A. J.

STUART-WORTLEY. Crown 8vo.
, 55.

THE GROUSE. By A. J. STUART-
WORTLEY, the Rev. H. A. MACPHER-
SON, and GEORGE SAINTSBURY.

[/ preparation.

THE PHEASANT. By A. J. STUART-
WORTLEY, the Rev. H. A. MACPHERSON,
and A. J. INNES SHAND.

[/ preparation.

THE HARE AND THE RABBIT. By
the Hon. GERALD LASCELLES, &c.

\In preparation.

WILDFOWL. By the Hon. JOHN SCOTT-
MONTAGU, M. P. , &c. Illustrated by A.

J. STUART WORTLEY, A. THORBURN,
and others. \In preparation.

Campbell-Walker. THE CORRECT
CARD : or, How to Play at Whist

;
a

Whist Catechism. By Major A. CAMP-
BELL-WALKER. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d.

DEAD SHOT (THE): or, Sportsman's
Complete Guide. Being a Treatise on
the Use of the Gun, with Rudimentary
and Finishing Lessons on the Art of

Shooting Game of all kinds. By
MABKSMAN. Crown 8vo., IQJ. 6d.

Falkener. GAMES, ANCIENT AND ORI-
ENTAL, AND How TO PLAY THEM.
By EDWARD FALKENER. With nume-
rous Photographs, Diagrams, &c. 8vo. ,

2IJ.

Ford. THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF
ARCHERY. BY HORACE FORD. New
Edition, thoroughly Revised and Re-
written by W. BUTT, M.A. With a Pre-
face by C. J. LONGMAN, M.A. 8vo., 145.

Fowler. RECOLLECTIONS OF OLD
COUNTRY LIFE. By J. K. FOWLER
("Rusticus"), formerly of Aylesbury.
With Portraits, &c. 8vo., ioj. 6d.

Francis. A BOOK ON ANGLING: or,
Treatise on the Art of Fishing in every
Branch; including full Illustrated List
of Salmon Flies. By FRANCIS FRANCIS.
With Coloured Plates. Cr. 8vo., i>r.

Hawker, THE DIARY OF COLONEL
PETER HAWKER, author of "Instruc-
tions to Young Sportsmen ". With an
Introduction by Sir RALPH PAYNE-
GALLWEY, Bart, 2 vols. 8vo., 32*.

Hopkins. FISHING REMINISCENCES.
By Major E. P. HOPKINS. With Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d.

Ii an g. ANGLING SKETCHES. By
ANDREW LANG. With 20 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo. , 75. 6d.

Jj o n gm a n. CHESS OPENINGS. By
FRED. W. LONGMAN. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d.

Maskelyne. SHARPS AND FLATS : a

Complete Revelation of the Secrets oi

Cheating at Games of Chance and Skill.

By JOHN NEVIL MASKELYNE. With
62 Illustrations and Diagrams. Crown
8vo., 6s.

Payne-Gallwey. Works by Sir
RALPH PAYNE-GALLWEY, Bart.

LETTERS TO YOUNG SHOOTERS (First

Series). On the Choice and Use of a

Gun. With 41 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. ,

75. 6d.

LETTERSTO YOUNG SHOOTERS. (Second
Series). On the Production, Preserva-

tion, and Killing ofGame. With Direc-
tions in Shooting Wood-Pigeons and
Breaking-in Retrievers. With 103
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., i2J. 6d.

Pole. THE THEORY OF THE MODERN
SCIENTIFIC GAME OF WHIST. By W.
POLE, F.R.S. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d.

Proctor. Works by RICHARD A.
PROCTOR.

How TO PLAY WHIST: WITH THE
LAWS AND ETIQUETTE OF WHIST.
Crown 8vo. , 3^. 6d.

HOME WHIST : an Easy Guide to Cor-
rect Play. i6mo., is.

Ronalds. THE FLY-FISHER'S ENTO-
MOLOGY. By ALFRED RONALDS. With
20 Coloured Plates. 8vo., 145.

"Wilcocks. THE SEA FISHERMAN : Com-
prisii the Chief Methods of Hook and
Line Fishing in the British and other

Seas, and Remarks on Nets, Boats, and

Boating. ByJ. C.WiLCOCKS. Illustrated.

Crown 8vo. , 65.
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Mental, Moral, and Political Philosophy.

LOGIC, RHETORIC, PSYCHOLOGY, ETC.

Abbott. THE ELEMENTS OF LOGIC. By
T. K. ABBOTT, B.D. ismo., y.

Aristotle. Works by.

THE POLITICS : G. Bekker's Greek Text
of Books I., III., IV. (VII.), with an

English Translation by W. E. BOL-
LAND, M.A. ;

and short Introductory

Essays by A. LANG, M.A. Crown
8vo., 7s. 6d.

THE POLITICS : Introductory Essays.

By ANDREW LANG (from Bolland and

Lang's
'

Polities'). Cr. 8vo., 2s. 6d.

THE ETHICS : Greek Text, Illustrated

with Essay and Notes. By SirALEX-
ANDER GRANT, Bart. 2 vols. 8vo. ,

32*.

THE NICOMACHEAN ETHICS : Newly
Translated into English. By ROBERT
WILLIAMS. Crown 8vo. , 75. 6d.

AN INTRODUCTION TO ARISTOTLE'S
ETHICS. Books I.-IV. (Book X. c.

vi.-ix. in an Appendix.) With a con-

tinuous Analysis and Notes. Intended
for the use of Beginners and Junior
Students. By the Rev. EDWARD
MOORE, D.D., Principal of St.

Edmund Hall, and late Fellow and
Tutor of Queen's College, Oxford.

Crown 8vo., ios. 6d.

Bacon. Works by.

COMPLETE WORKS. Edited by R L.

ELLIS, J. SPEDDING, and D. D.
HEATH. 7 vols. 8vo. , ,3 13*. 6d.

THE ESSAYS: with Annotations. By
RICHARD WHATELY, D.D. 8vo.

IQS. 6d.

Bain. Works by ALEXANDER BAIN,
LL.D.

MENTAL SCIENCE. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d.

MORAL SCIENCE. Crown 8vo., 4^. 6d.

The two works as above can be had in one

volume, price IQJ. 6d.

SENSES AND THE INTELLECT. 8vo.
, i$s.

EMOTIONS AND THE WILL. 8vo., 15*.

LOGIC, DEDUCTIVE AND INDUCTIVE.
Part I., 4*. Part II., 6s. 6d.

PRACTICAL ESSAYS. Crown 8vo.
, 2s.

Bray. Works by CHARLES BRAY.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF NECESSITY: or
Law in Mind as in Matter. Cr. 8vo.

, 55.

THE EDUCATION OF THE FEELINGS : a
Moral System for Schools. Crown
8vo., as. 6d.

Bray. ELEMENTS OF MORALITY, in

Easy Lessons for Home and School

Teaching. By Mrs. CHARLES BRAY.
Cr. 8vo., is. 6d.

Crozier. CIVILISATION AND PRO-
GRESS. By JOHN BEATTIE CROZIER,
M.D. With New Preface, more fully

explaining the nature of the New Orga-
non used in the solution of its problems.
8vo., 14*.

Davidson. THE LOGIC OF DEFINI-

TION, Explained and Applied. By
WILLIAM L. DAVIDSON, M.A. Crown

Green. THE WORKS OF THOMAS HILL
GREEN. Edited by R. L. NETTLESHIP.

Vols. I. and II. Philosophical Works.
8vo., 165. each.

Vol. III. Miscellanies. With Index to

the three Volumes, and Memoir. 8vo.
,

2IJ.

Hearn. THE ARYAN HOUSEHOLD : its

Structure and its Development. An
Introduction to Comparative Jurispru-
dence. By W. EDWARD HEARN.
8vo., i6j.

Hodgson. Works by SHADWORTH H.
HODGSON.

TIME AND SPACE: a Metaphysical
Essay. 8vo., i6s.

THE THEORY OF PRACTICE : an Ethical

Inquiry. 2 vols. 8vo. , 245.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF REFLECTION. 2

VOls. 8VO., 218.

Hume. THE PHILOSOPHICAL WORKS
OF DAVID HUME. Edited by T. H.
GREEN and T. H. GROSE. 4 vols. 8vo.

,

56^. Or separately, Essays. 2 vols.

28s. Treatise of Human Nature. 2

VOls. 28.T.
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Johnstone. A SHORT INTRODUCTION
TO THE STUDY OF LOGIC. By LAU-
RENCE JOHNSTONE. With Questions.
Cr. 8vo. , 2s. 6d.

Jones. AN INTRODUCTION TO GENE-
RAL LOGIC. By E. E. CONSTANCE

JONES, Author of
' Elements of Logic as

a Science of Propositions '. Cr. 8vo. ,

45. 6d.

Justinian. THE INSTITUTES OF JUS-
TINIAN : Latin Text, chiefly that of

Huschke, with English Introduction,

Translation, Notes, and Summary. By
THOMAS C. SANDARS, M.A. 8vo. i8.y.

Kant. Works by IMMANUEL KANT.

CRITIQUE OF PRACTICAL REASON, AND
OTHKR WORKS ON THE THEORY OF
ET.IICS. Translated byT. K.ABBOTT,
b.D. With Memoir. 8vo., I2S. 6d.

INTRODUCTION TO LOGIC, AND HIS
ESSAY ON THE MISTAKEN SUBTILTY
OF THE FOUR FIGURES. Translated

by T. K. ABBOTT, and with Notes by
S. T. COLERIDGE. 8vo., 6s.

Killick. HANDBOOK TO MILL'S SYS-
TEM OF LOGIC. By Rev. A. H. KIL-
LICK, M.A. Crown 8vo., 3^. 6d.

Ladd. Works by GEORGE TURNBULL
LADD.

ELEMENTS OF PHYSIOLOGICAL PSY-
CHOLOGY. 8VO., 2IS.

OUTLINES OF PHYSIOLOGICAL PSY-
CHOLOGY. A Text-Book of Mental
Science for Academies and Colleges.
8VO., I2S.

PSYCHOLOGY, DESCRIPTIVE AND EX-
PLANATORY : a Treatise of the Pheno-
mena, Laws, and Development of
Human Mental Life. 8vo.

, 2is.

Lewes. THE HISTORYOF PHILOSOPHY,
from Thales to Comte. By GEORGE
HENRY LEWES. 2 vols. 8vo. , 325.

Max Muller. Works by F. MAXMUL-
LER.

THE SCIENCE OF THOUGHT. 8vo.
, 2is.

THREE INTRODUCTORY LECTURES ON
THE SCIENCE OF THOUGHT. 8vo.,
2s. 6d.

Mill. ANALYSIS OF THE PHENOMENA
OF THE HUMAN MIND. By JAMES
MILL. 2 vols. 8vo., 28s.

Mill. Works by JOHN STUART MILL.

A SYSTEM OF LOGIC. Cr. 8vo. , 3^. 6d.

ON LIBERTY. Cr. 8vo., is. $d.

ON REPRESENTATIVE GOVERNMENT.
Crown 8vo. , 2s.

UTILITARIANISM. 8vo., 5^.

EXAMINATION OF SIR WILLIAM
HAMILTON'S PHILOSOPHY. 8vo.

,
i6j.

NATURE, THE UTILITY OF RELIGION,
AND THEISM. Three Essays. 8vo. , 55,

Monck. INTRODUCTION TO LOGIC.

By H. S. MONCK. Crown 8vo., 55.

Bibot. THE PSYCHOLOGY OF ATTEN-
TION. By TH. RIBOT. Cr. 8vo., 35.

Sidgwick. DISTINCTION : and the
Criticism of Belief. By ALFRED SIDG-
WICK. Crown 8vo.

, 6s.

Stock. DEDUCTIVE LOGIC. By ST.
GEORGE STOCK. Fcp. 8vo.

, 3*. 6d.

Sully. Works by JAMES SULLY, Grote
Professor of Mind and Logic at Univer-

sity College, London.

THE HUMAN MIND : a Text-book of

Psychology. 2 vols. 8vo., 2is.

OUTLINES OF PSYCHOLOGY. 8vo., 9*.

THE TEACHER'S HANDBOOK OF PSY-
CHOLOGY. Crown 8vo. , 5^.

Swinburne. PICTURE LOGIC : an

Attempt to Popularise the Science of

Reasoning. By ALFRED JAMES SWIN-
BURNE, M.A. With 23 Woodcuts.
Post 8vo. , 5-r.

Thompson. Works by DANIEL
GREENLEAF THOMPSON.

A SYSTEM OF PSYCHOLOGY. 2 vols.

8vo., SDJ.

THE RELIGIOUS SENTIMENTS OF THE
HUMAN MIND. 8vo.

, js. 6d.

THE PROBLEM OF EVIL : an Introduc-
tion to the Practical Sciences. 8vo.
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Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy continued.

Thompson. Works by DANIEL
GREENLEAF THOMPSON continued.

SOCIAL PROGRESS. 8vo. , 75. 6d.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF FICTION IN
LITERATURE. Crown 8vo.

, 6s.

Thomson. OUTLINES OF THE NECES-
SARY LAWS OF THOUGHT: a Treatise
on Pure and Applied Logic. By WIL-
LIAM THOMSON, D.D., formerly Lord

Archbishop of York. Post 8vo. , 6s.

Webb. THE VEIL OF Isis : a Series of

Essays on Idealism. By T. E. WEBB.
8vo. , IQS. 6d.

Whately. Works by R. WHATELY,
formerly Archbishop of Dublin.

BACON'S ESSAYS. With Annotation.

By R. WHATELY. 8vo., IQJ. 6d.

ELEMENTS OF LOGIC. Cr. 8vo., 4?. 6d.

ELEMENTS OF RHETORIC. Cr. 8vo.,

4J. 6d.

LESSONS ON REASONING. Fcp. 8vo.,
is. 6d.

Zeller. Works by Dr. EDWARD ZEL-

LER, Professor in the University ot

Berlin.

HISTORY OF ECLECTICISM IN GREEK
PHILOSOPHY. Translated by SARAH
F. ALLEYNE. Cr. 8vo., ioj. 6d.

THE STOICS, EPICUREANS, AND SCEP-
TICS. Translated by the Rev. O. J.

REICHEL, M.A. Crown 8vo., 15*.

OUTLINES OF THE HISTORY OF GREEK
PHILOSOPHY. Translated by SARAH
F. ALLEYNE and EVELYN ABBOTT.
Crown 8vo., IOT. 6d.

PLATO AND THE OLDER ACADEMY.
Translated by SARAH F. ALLEYNE
and ALFRED GOODWIN, B.A. Crown
8vo., 185.

SOCRATESANDTHE SOCRATICSCHOOLS.
Translated by the Rev. O. J. REICHEL,
M.A. Crown 8vo., IQJ. 6d.

THE PRE-SOCRATIC SCHOOLS : a His-

tory of Greek Philosophy from the

Earliest Period to the time of Socrates.

Translated by SARAH F. ALLEYNE.
2 vols. Crown 8vo. , 305.

MANUALS OF CATHOLIC PHILOSOPHY.
(Stonyhurst Series.)

A MANUAL OF POLITICAL ECONOMY.
By C. S. DEVAS, M.A. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 6d.

FIRST PRINCIPLES OF KNOWLEDGE. By
JOHN RICKABY, S.J. Crown 8vo., 5^.

GENERAL METAPHYSICS. ByJOHN RICK-
ABY, S.J. Crown 8vo., 5.

LOGIC. By RICHARD F. CLARKE, S.J.
Crown 8vo., 5_r.

MORAL PHILOSOPHY (ETHICS AND NATU-
RAL LAW). By JOSEPH RICKABY, S.J.
Crown 8vo., 5*.

NATURAL THEOLOGY. By BERNARD
BOEDDER, S.J. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d.

PSYCHOLOGY. By MICHAEL MAHER,
S.J. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d.

History and Science of Language, &c.

Davidson. LEADINGAND IMPORTANT
ENGLISH WORDS : Explained and Ex-

emplified. By WILLIAM L. DAVID-
SON, M.A. Fcp. 8vo., 3*. 6d.

Farrar. LANGUAGE AND LANGUAGES:
By F. W. FARRAR, D.D., F.R.S., Cr.

8vo.
,
6s.

Graham. ENGLISH SYNONYMS, Classi-

fied and Explained : with Practical

Exercises. By G. F. GRAHAM. Fcp.
8vo. , 6s.
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History and Science of Language, &c. continued.

Max Miiller. Works by F. MAX
MULLER.

SELECTED ESSAYS ON LANGUAGE,
MYTHOLOGY, AND RELIGION. 2 vols.

Crown 8vo., 16":.

THE SCIENCE OF LANGUAGE, Founded
on Lectures delivered at the Royal
Institution in 1861 and 1863. 2 vols.

Crown 8vo., 2is.

BIOGRAPHIES OF WORDS, AND THE
HOME OF THE ARYAS. Crown 8vo.,

75. 6d.

THREE LECTURES ON THE SCIENCE
OF LANGUAGE, AND ITS PLACE IN

GENERAL EDUCATION, delivered at

Oxford, 1889. Crown 8vo., y.

Roget. THESAURUS OF ENGLISH
WORDS AND PHRASES. Classified and

Arranged so as to Facilitate the Ex-

pression of Ideas and assist in Literary

Composition. By PETER MARK ROGET,
M. D. ,

F. R.S. Recomposed throughout,
enlarged and improved, partly from the

Author's Notes, and with a full Index,

by the Author's Son, JOHN LEWIS
ROGET. Crown 8vo.. los. 6d.

Whately. ENGLISH SYNONYMS. By
E. JANE WHATELY. Fcp. 8vo., y.

Political Economy and Economics.

Ashley. ENGLISH ECONOMIC HISTORY
AND THEORY. By W. J. ASHLEY,
M.A. Crown 8vo., Part I., 5^. Part

II., ios. 6d.

Bagehot. ECONOMIC STUDIES. By
WALTER BAGEHOT. 8vo., ios. 6d.

Crump. AN INVESTIGATION INTO THE
CAUSES OF THE GREAT FALL IN PRICES
which took place coincidently with the

Demonetisation of Silver by Germany.
By ARTHUR CRUMP. 8vo., 6s.

JDevas. A MANUAL OF POLITICAL
ECONOMY. By C. S. DEVAS, M.A.
Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d. (ManualsofCatholic

Philosophy.)

Dowell. A HISTORY OF TAXATION
AND TAXES IN ENGLAND, from the
Earliest Times to the Year 1885. By
STEPHEN DOWELL '4 vols. 8vo.

) Vols.
I. and II. The History of Taxation,
2ij. Vols. III. and IV. The History of

Taxes, 2ij.

Jordan. THE STANDARD OF VALUE.
By WILLIAM LEIGHTON JORDAN. 8vo.

,

6s.

Leslie. ESSAYS IN POLITICAL ECON-
OMY. ByT. E. CLIFFE LESLIE. 8vo.,
TOJ. 6d

Macleod. Works by HENRY DUNNING
MACLEOD, M.A.

THE ELEMENTS OF BANKING. Crown
8vo., 3-r. 6d.

THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF BANK-
ING. Vol. I. 8vo., i2s. Vol. II.

14*.

THE THEORY OF CREDIT. 8vo. Vol.

I. 105. net. Vol. II., Part I., 4*. 6d.

Vol. II. Part II., ioj. 6d.

Meath. PROSPERITY OR PAUPERISM?
Physical, Industrial, and Technical

Training. By the EARL OF MEATH.
8vo., 55.

Mill. POLITICAL ECONOMY.
STUART MILL.

By JOHN

Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. , 305.

Popular Edition. Crown 8vo.,

Shirres. AN ANALYSIS OF THE IDEAS
OF ECONOMICS. By L. P. SHIRRES,
B. A. , sometime Finance Under Secretary
of the Government of Bengal. Crown
8vo. , dr.
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Political Economy and Economics continued.

Symes. POLITICAL ECONOMY : a Short
Text-book of Political Economy. With
Problems for Solution, and Hints for

Supplementary Reading. By J. E.

SYMES, M.A., of University College,

Nottingham. Crown 8vo.
, 2s. 6d.

Toynbee. LECTURES ON THE IN-
DUSTRIAL REVOLUTION OF THE i8th
CENTURY IN ENGLAND. By ARNOLD
TOYNBEE. 8vo., IQJ. 6d.

Webb. THE HISTORY OF TRADE
UNIONISM. By SIDNEY and BEATRICE
WEBB. 8vo., i8s.

Wilson. Works by A. J. WILSON.
Chiefly reprinted from The Investors'

Review.

PRACTICAL HINTS TO SMALL IN-

VESTORS. Crown 8vo.
,
IJ.

PLAIN ADVICE ABOUT LIFE INSURANCE.
Crown 8vo., is.

Wolff. PEOPLE'S BANKS : a Record oi

Social and Economic Success. By
HENRY W. WOLFF. 8vo., 7$. 6d.

Evolution, Anthropology, &c.

Clodd. THE STORY OF CREATION : a
Plain Account of Evolution. By
EDWARD CLODD. With 77 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d.

Huth. THE MARRIAGE OF NEAR KIN,
considered with Respect to the Law of

Nations, the Result of Experience, and
the Teachings of Biology. By ALFRED
HENRY HUTH. Royal 8vo. , -jst 6d.

Lang. CUSTOM AND MYTH: Studies

of Early Usage and Belief. By ANDREW
LANG, M.A. With 15 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo., 3*. 6d.

Lubbock. THE ORIGIN OF CIVILISA-
TION and the Primitive Condition of

Man. By SirJ. LUBBOCK, Bart., M.P.
With 5 Plates and 20 Illustrations in the

Text. 8vo. i8s.

Romanes. Works by GEORGE JOHN
ROMANES, M.A., LL.D., F.R.S.

DARWIN, AND AFTER DARWIN : an Ex-

position of the Darwinian Theory,
and a Discussion on Post-Darwinian

Questions. Part I. The Darwinian

Theory. With Portrait of Darwin
and 125 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.,

IQS. 6d.

AN EXAMINATION OF WEISMANNISM.
Crown 8vo., 6s.

Classical Literature.

Abbott. HELLENICA. A Collection of

Essays on Greek Poetry, Philosophy,

History, and Religion. Edited by
EVELYN ABBOTT, M.A., LL.D. 8vo.,

16*.

JEsehylus. EUMENIDES OF AESCHY-
LUS. With Metrical English Translation.

By J. F. DAVIES. 8vo. , ^s.

Aristophanes. The ACHARNIANS OF

ARISTOPHANES, translated into English
Verse. By R. Y. TYRRELL. Crown
8vo., \s.

Becker. Works by Professor BECKER.

GALLUS : or, Roman Scenes in the Time
of Augustus. Illustrated. Post 8vo.,

7s.6d.

CHARICLES: or, Illustrations cf the

Private Life of the Ancient Greeks.

Illustrated. Post 8vo. , is. 6d.

Cicero. CICERO'S CORRESPONDENCE.
By R. Y. TYRRELL. Vols. I., II., 111.

8vo. , each 12^.

Clerke. FAMILIAR STUDIES IN HOMER.
By AGNES M. CLERKE. Cr. 8vo.

, js. 6d.

Parnell. GREEK LYRIC POETRY: a

Complete Collection of the Surviving

Passages from the Greek Song-Writing.
Arranged with Prefatory Articles, In-

troductory Matter and Commentary. By
GEORGE S. FARNELL, M.A. With 5
Plates. 8vo., i6s.

Harrison. MYTHS OF THE ODYSSEY.
IN ART AND LITERATURE. By JANE
E. HARRISON. Illustrated with Oui-

line Drawings. 8vo., i8.f.

Lang. HOMER AND THE EPIC. By
ANDREW LANG. Crown 8vo. , gs. net.
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Classical Literature continued.

Mackail. SELECT EPIGRAMS FROM
THE GREEK ANTHOLOGY. By J. W.
MACKAIL, Fellow OF Balliol College,
Oxford. Edited with a Revised Text,

Introduction, Translation, and Notes.

8vo. , i6.r.

Plato. PARMENIDES OF PLATO, Text,
with Introduction, Analysis, &c. By T.
MAGUIRE. 8vo. , -js. 6d.

Rich. A DICTIONARY OF ROMAN AND
GR^EK ANTIQUITIES. By A. RICH,
B.A. With 2000 Woodcuts. Crown
8vo., 73. 6d.

Sophocles. Translated into English
Verse. By ROBERT WHITELAW, M.A.,
Assistant Master in Rugby School : late

Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge.
Crown 8vo., 8s. 6d.

Theocritus. THE IDYLLS OF THEO-
CRITUS. Translated into English Verse.

By JAMES HENRY HALLARD, M.A
Oxon, 8vo., dr. 6d.

Tyrrell. TRANSLATIONS INTO GREEK
AND LATIN VERSE. Edited by R. Y.
TYRRELL. 8vo., 6s.

Virgil. THE^ENEID OFVIRGIL. Trans-
lated into English Verse by JOHN CON-
INGTON. Crown 8vo., 6s.

THE POEMS OF VIRGIL. Translated
into English Prose by JOHN CONING-
TON. Crown 8vo., 6s.

THE ^ENEID OF VIRGIL .freely translated
into English Blank Verse. By W. J.
THORNHILL. Crown 8vo., 75. 6d.

THE ^ENEID OF VIRGIL. Books I. to
VI. Translated into English Verse

by JAMES RHOADES. Crown 8vo.,

Wilkins. THE GROWTH OF THE HOM-
ERIC POEMS. By G. WILKINS. 8vo. 6s.

Poetry and the Drama.

Allingham. Works by WILLIAM
ALLINGHAM.

IRISH SONGS AND POEMS. With Fron-

tispiece of the Waterfall of Asaroe.

Fcp. 8vo., 6s.

LAURENCE BLOOMFIKLD. With Por-
trait of the Author. Fcp. 8vo. , y. 6d.

FLOWER PIECES; DAY AND NIGHT
SONGS; BALLADS. With 2 Designs
by D. G. ROSSETTI. Fcp. 8vo. , 6s. ;

large paper edition, izr.

LIFE AND PHANTASY: with Frontis-

piece by Sir J. E. MILLAIS, Bart.,
and Design by ARTHUR HUGHES.
Fcp. 8vo. , 6s. ; large paper edition, izs.

THOUGHT AND WORD, AND ASHBY
MANOR: a Play. With Portrait of the
Author (1865), and four Theatrical
Scenes drawn by Mr. Allingham. Fcp.
8vo. , 6s. ; large paper edition, i2j.

BLACKBERRIES. Imperial i6mo., 65.

Sets of the above 6 vols. may be had in
uniform half-parchment binding, price 30.1.

Armstrong. Works by G. F. SAVAGE-
ARMSTRONG.

POEMS: Lyrical and Dramatic. Fcp.
8vo., 6s.

KING SAUL. (The Tragedy of Israel,
Part I.) Fcp. 8vo. 5^.

KING DAVID. (The Tragedy of Israel,
Part II.

) Fcp. 8vo. , 6s.

KING SOLOMON. (The Tragedy of
Israel, Part III.) Fcp. 8vo., 6j.

UGONE: a Tragedy. Fcp. 8vo., 6s.

A GARLAND FROM GREECE : Poems.
Fcp. 8vo., js. 6d.

STORIES OF WICKLOW: Poems. Fcp.
8vo., js. 6d.

MEPHISTOPHELES IN BROADCLOTH: a
Satire. Fcp. 8vo., 45.

ONE IN THE INFINITE: a Poem. Cr.

8vo., js. 6d.

Armstrong. THE POETICAL WORKS
OF EDMUND J. ARMSTRONG. Fcp.
8vo., 55.
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Poetry and the Drama continued.

Arnold. Works by Sir EDWIN ARNOLD,
K.C.I.E., Author of 'The Light of

Asia,' &c.

THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD : or, the

Great Consummation. A Poem.
Crown 8vo.

, js. 6d. net.

Presentation Edition. With 14 Illus-

trations by W. HOLMAN HUNT,
&c., 410., 2os. net.

POTIPHAR'S WIFE, and other Poems.
Crown 8vo. , 55. net.

ADZUMA : or, the Japanese Wife. A
Play. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d. net.

Barrow. THE SEVEN CITIES OF THE
DEAD, and other Poems. By Sir JOHN
CROKER BARROW, Bart. Fcp. 8vo., 5-r.

Bell. Works by Mrs. HUGH BELL.
CHAMBER COMEDIES : a Collection of

Plays and Monologues for the Draw-

ing Room. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

NURSERY COMEDIES : Twelve Tiny
Plays for Children. Fcp. 8vo. , is. 6d.

Bjbrnsen. Works by BJORNSTJERNE
BJORNSEN.
PASTOR SANG : a Play. Translated by
WILLIAM WILSON. Cr. 8vo. , 5.5-.

A GAUNTLET, a Drama. Translated
into English by OSMAN EDWARDS.
With Portrait of the Author. Crown
8vo., y.

Cochrane. -THE KESTREL'S NEST,
and other Verses. By ALFRED COCH-
RANE. Fcp. 8vo., 3-y. 6d.

Dante. LA COMMEDIA Di DANTE. A
New Text, carefully revised with the

aid of the most recent Editions and
Collations. Small 8vo., 6s.

Goethe.
FAUST, Part I. , the German Text, with

Introduction and Notes. By ALBERT
M. SELSS, Ph.D., M.A. Cr. 8vo., y.

FAUST. Translated, with Notes. By
T. E. WEBB. 8vo., izs. 6d.

FAUST. The First Part. A New
Translation, chiefly in Blank Verse ;

with Introduction and Notes. By
JAMES ADEY BIRDS. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

FAUST. The Second Part. A New
Translation in Verse. By JAMES
ADEY BIRDS. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

Ingelow. Works by JEAN INGELOW.
POETICAL WORKS. 2 vols. Fcp. 8vo.,

I2S.

LYRICAL AND OTHER POEMS. Selected

from the Writings of JEAN INGELOW.

Fcp. 8vo., 2S. 6d. cloth plain, 3^.

cloth gilt.

Fcp. 8vo.,

Lang. Works by ANDREW LANG.
BAN AND ARRIERE BAN. A Rally of

Fugitive Rhymes. Fcp. 8vo., 5*.

net.

GRASS OF PARNASSUS.
2s. 6d. net.

BALLADS OF BOOKS. Edited by
ANDREW LANG. Fcp. 8vo. , 6s.

THE BLUE POETRY BOOK. Edited by
ANDREW LANG. With 12 Plates and
88 Illustrations in the Text. Crown
8vo. , 6s.

Special Edition, printed on Indian

paper. With Notes, but without
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , js. 6d.

Lecky. POEMS. By W. E. H. LECKY.
Fcp. 8vo., 5>y.

Leyton. Works by FRANK LEYTON.

THE SHADOWS OF THE LAKE, and
other Poerns. Crown 8vo., js. 6d.

Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo. , 35. 6d.

SKELETON LEAVES: Poems. Crown
8vo., 6s.

Lytton. Works by THE EARL OF
LYTTON (OWEN MEREDITH).

KING POPPY: a Fantasia. With i

Plate and Design on Title-Page by
Sir ED. BURNE-JONES, A.R.A. Crown
8vo., T.OS. 6d.

MARAH. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 6d.

THE WANDERER. Cr. 8vo., IQS. 6d.

LuciLE. Crown 8vo., IGJ. 6d.

SELECTED POEMS. Cr. 8vo., T.OS. 6d.

Macaulay. LAYS OF ANCIENT ROME,
&c. By Lord MACAULAY.
Illustrated by G. SCHARF. Fcp. 410.,

io5. 6d.-----
Bijou Edition.

i8mo., 2s. 6d., gilt top.---- Popular Edition.

Fcp. 410. , 6d. sewed, is. cloth.

Illustrated by J. R. WEGUELIN. Crown
8vo.

, 35. 6d.

Annotated Edition. Fcp. 8vo., is.

sewed, is. 6d. cloth.

Wesbit. LAYS AND LEGENDS, by E.

NESBIT (Mrs. HUBERT BLAND). First

Series. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. Second
Series, with Portrait. Crown 8vo. , 55.

Piatt. AN ENCHANTED CASTLE, AND
OTHER POEMS: Pictures, Portraits and

People in Ireland. By SARAH PIATT.
Crown 8vo. , y. 6d.
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Poetry and the Drama continued.

Piatt Works by JOHN JAMES PIATT.

IDYLS AND LYRICS OF THE OHIO
VALLEY. Crown 8vo., $s.

LITTLE NEW WORLD IDYLS. Cr. 8vo. ,

5s-

Rhoades. TERESA AND OTHER
POEMS. By JAMES RHOADES. Crown
8vo., y. 6d.

Riley. Works by JAMES WHITCOMB
RILEY.

POEMS HERE. AT HOME. Fcap. 8vo.,
6s. net.

OLD FASHIONED ROSES : Poems.
i2mo., $s.

Roberts. SONGS OF THE COMMON
DAY, AND AVE : an Ode for the Shelley
Centenary. By CHARLES G. D.
ROBERTS. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d.

Shakespeare. BOWDLER'S FAMILY
SHAKESPEARE. With 36 Woodcuts,
i vol. 8vo., 145. Or in 6 vols. Fcp.
8VO., 2IJ.

THE SHAKESPEARE BIRTHDAY BOOK.
By MARY F. DUNBAR. 321110., 15. 6d.

Drawing-Room Edition, with Photo-

graphs. Fcp. 8vo., 105. 6d.

Stevenson. A CHILD'S GARDEN OF
VERSES. By ROBERT Louis STEVEN-
SON. Small fcp. 8vo. , 5$.

Works of Fiction, Humour, &c.

Anstey. Works by F. ANSTEY, Author
of

' Vice Versa '.

THE BLACK POODLE, and other Stories.

Crown 8vo., 2s. boards, 2s. 6d. cloth.

VOCES POPULI. Reprinted from
'Punch'. With Illustrations by J.

BERNARD PARTRIDGE. First Series.

Fcp. 410., 55. Second Series. Fcp.
4to., 6s.

THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. Re-

printed from 'Punch'. With Illus-

trations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE.
Post 410., $s.

THE MAN FROM BLANKLEY'S : a Story
in Scenes, and other Sketches. With
24 Illustrations by J.BERNARD PART-
RIUGE. Fcp. 4to.,6j.

ATELIER (THE) DU LYS: or, an Art
Student in the Reign of Terror. Crown
8vo., 2s. 6d.

BY THE SAME AUTHOR.

MADEMOISELLE MORI: a Tale of
Modern Rome. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d.

BY THE SAME AUTHOR continued.

THAT CHILD. Illustrated by GORDON
BROWNE. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d.

UNDER A CLOUD. Cr. 8vo., zs. 6d.

THE FIDDLER OF LUGAU. With Illus-

trations by W. RALSTON. Crown
8vo., zs. 6d.

A CHILD OF THE REVOLUTION. With
Illustrations by C. J. STANILAND.
Crown 8vo. , 2s. 6d.

HESTER'S VENTURE : a Novel. Crown
8vo., 2S. 6d.

IN THE OLDEN TIME : a Tale of the

Peasant War in Germany. Crown
8vo., 2s. 6d.

THE YOUNGER SISTER : a Tale. Cr.

8vo.
, 2s. 6d.

Baker. BY THE WESTERN SEA. By
JAMES BAKER, Author of '

John Westa-
cott '. Crown 8vo. , 3*. 6d.
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NOVELS AND TAI
Complete in n v

each.

Vivian Grey.
The Young Duke,

&c.

Alroy, Ixion, &c.
Henrietta Temple.
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Works of Fiction, Humour, &c. continued.

Tirebuck. Works by WILLIAM TIRE-
BUCK.

DORRIE. Crown 8vo., 6s.

SWEETHEART GWEN. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

Trollope. Works by ANTHONY TROL-
LOPE.
THE WARDEN. Cr. 8vo., 15. 6d.

BARCHESTER TOWERS. Cr. 8vo.
,
is. 6d.

TRUE, A, RELATION OF THE
TRAVELS AND PERILOUS ADVEN-
TURES OF MATHEW DUDGEON, Gentle-
man : Wherein is truly set down the
Manner of his Taking, the Long Time
of his Slavery in Algiers, and Means of

his Delivery. Crown 8vo.
, 5^.

Walford. Works by L. B. WALFORD.
THE MISCHIEF OF MONICA : a Novel.

Cr. 8vo., 2s. 6d.

THE ONE GOOD GUEST : a Story. Cr.

8vo, 2s. 6d.

West. HALF-HOURS WITH THE MIL-
LIONAIRES : Showing how much harder
it is to spend a million than to make it.

Edited by B. B. WEST. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

Weyman. Works by STANLET J.

WEYMAN.
THE HOUSE OF THE WOLF : a Romance.

Cr. 8vo.
, 3*. 6d.

A GENTLEMAN OF FRANCE.. Cr. 8vo.

6s.

Sewell. Works by ELIZABETH M.
SEWELL.
A Glimpse of the World. Amy Herbert.

Laneton Parsonage. Cleve Hall.

Margaret Percival. Gertrude.

Katharine Ashton. Home Life.

The Earl's Daughter. After Life.

The Experience of Life. Ursula. Ivors.

Cr. 8vo., is. 6d. each cloth plain, ss. 6d.

each cloth extra, gilt edges.

Stevenson. Works by ROBERT Louis
STEVENSON.

STRANGE CASE OF DR. JEKYLL AND
MR. HYDE. Fcp. 8vo., is. sewed.

is. 6d. cloth.

THE DYNAMITER. Fcp. 8vo. , is. sewed,
is. 6d. cloth,

Stevenson and Osbourne. THE
WRONG Box. By ROBERT Louis STE-
VENSON and LLOYD OSBOURNE. Cr.

8vo., $s. 6d.

Sturgis. AFTER TWENTY YEARS, and
other Stories. By JULIAN STURGIS.
Cr. 8vo., 6s.

Suttner. LAY DOWN YOUR ARMS
Die Waffen Nieder: The Autobiography
of Martha Tilling. By BERTHA VON
SUTTNER. Translated by T. HOLMES.
Cr. 8vo., is. 6d.

Thompson. A MORAL DILEMMA By
ANNIE THOMPSON. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

Popular Science (Natural History, &c.).

Butler. OUR HOUSEHOLD INSECTS.

By E. A. BUTLER. With 7 Plates and
113 Illustrations in the Text. Crown
8vo., 6s.

Furneaux. THE OUTDOOR WORLD;
or, The Young Collector's Handbook.
By W. FURNEAUX, F.R.G.S. With
16 Coloured Plates, 2 Plain Plates, and
549 Illustrations in the Text. Crown
8vo., 75. 6d.

Hartwig. Works by Dr. GEORGE
HARTWIG.
THE SEA AND ITS LIVING WONDERS.
With 12 Plates and 303 Woodcuts.
8vo., 7s. net.

THE TROPICAL WORLD. With 8 Plates
and 172 Woodcuts. 8vo.

, 75. net.

THE POLAR WORLD. With 3 Maps, 8
Plates and 85 Woodcuts. 8vo., js.
net.

Hartwig. Works by Dr. GEORGE
HARTWIG continued.

THE SUBTERRANEAN WORLD. With

3 Maps and 80 Woodcuts. 8vo.
, js.

net.

THE AERIAL WORLD. With Map, 8

Plates and 60 Woodcuts. 8vo., 75.

net.

HEROES OF THE POLAR WORLD. 19
Illustrations. Crown 8vo.

,
2s.

WONDERS OF THE TROPICAL FORESTS.

40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 2s.

WORKERS UNDER THE GROUND. 29
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 2s.

MARVELS OVER OUR HEADS. 29 Il-

lustrations. Crown 8vo. , 2s.

SEA MONSTERS AND SEA BIRDS. 75
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 2s. 6d.
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Popular Science (Natural History, &c.).

Stanley. A FAMILIAR HISTORY OF
BIRDS. By E. STANLEY, D.D., for-

merly Bishop of Norwich. With Illus-

trations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

Hartwig. Works by Dr. GEORGE
HARTWIG continued.

DENIZENS OF THE DEEP. 117 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d.

VOLCANOES AND EARTHQUAKES. 30
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d.

WILD ANIMALS OF THE TROPICS. 66
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

Helmholtz. POPULAR LECTURES ON
SCIENTIFIC SUBJECTS. By HERMANN
VON HELMHOLTZ. With 68 Woodcuts.
2 vols. Crown 8vo. , 3^. 6d. each.

Lydekker. PHASES OF ANIMAL LIFE,
PAST AND PRESENT. By R. LYDEKKER,
B.A. With 82 Illustrations. Crown
8vo., 6s.

Proctor. Works by RICHARD A.
PROCTOR.

And see Messrs. Longmans & Co.'s

Catalogue of Scientific Works.

LIGHT SCIENCE FOR LEISURE HOURS.
Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects.

3 vols. Crown 8vo., 5*. each.

CHANCE AND LUCK: a Discussion of

the Laws of Luck, Coincidence,

Wagers, Lotteries and the Fallacies

of Gambling, &c. Cr. 8vo., 2s.

boards, 2s. 6d. cloth.

ROUGH WAYS MADE SMOOTH. Fami-
liar Essays on Scientific Subjects.
Silver Library Edition. Crown 8vo.,

y. 6d.

PLEASANT WAYS IN SCIENCE. Cr.

8vo., 55. Silver Library Edition.

Crown 8vo., 3*. 6d.

THE GREAT PYRAMID, OBSERVATORY,
TOMB AND TEMPLE. With Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo., 5*.

NATURE STUDIES. By R. A. PROCTOR,
GRANT ALLEN, A. WILSON, T.
FOSTER and E. CLODD. Crown
8vo. , 5^. Silver Library Edition.

Crown 8vo.
, 3*. 6d.

LEISURE READINGS. By R. A. PROC-
TOR, E. CLODD, A. WILSON, T.

FOSTER, and A. C. RANYARD. Cr.

8vo.
, 5-r.

Wood. Works by the Rev. J. G. WOOD.

HOMES WITHOUT HANDS : a Descrip-
tion of the Habitation of Animals,
classed according to the Principle of

Construction. With 140 Illustrations.

8vo. , "js. net.

INSECTS AT HOME : a Popular Account
of British Insects, their Structure,
Habits and Transformations. With
700 Illustrations. 8vo., js. net.

INSECTS ABROAD : a Popular Account
of Foreign Insects, their Structure,
Habits and Transformations. With
600 Illustrations. 8vo., 75. net.

BIBLE ANIMALS : a Description of

every Living Creature mentioned in

the Scriptures. With 112 Illustra-

tions. 8vo., js. net.

PETLAND REVISITED. With 33 Illus-

trations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

OUT OF DOORS
;
a Selection of Origi-

nal Articles on Practical Natural

History. With n Illustrations. Cr.

8vo.
, y. 6d.

STRANGE DWELLINGS : a Description
of the Habitations of Animals,
abridged from ' Homes without
Hands '. With 60 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo., y. 6d.

BIRD LIFE OF THE BIBLE. 32 Illustra-

tions. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

WONDERFUL NESTS. 30 Illustrations.

Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

HOMES UNDER THE GROUND. 28 Illus-

trations. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6d.

WILD ANIMALS OF THE BIBLE. 29
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

DOMESTIC ANIMALS OF THE BIBLE. 23
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

THE BRANCH BUILDERS. 28 Illustra-

tions. Cr. 8vo., 2s. 6d.

SOCIAL HABITATIONS AND PARASITIC
NESTS. 18 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo.,
2S.
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Works of Reference.

Maunder's (Samuel) Treasuries.

BIOGRAPHICAL TREASURY. With Sup-

plement brought down to 1889. By
Rev. JAMES WOOD. Fcp. 8vo. ,

6s.

TREASURY OF NATURAL HISTORY : or,

Popular Dictionary of Zoology. With

900 Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo. , 6s.

TREASURY OF GEOGRAPHY, Physical,

Historical, Descriptive, and Political.

With 7 Maps and 16 Plates. Fcp.
8vo., 6s.

THE TREASURY OF BIBLE KNOW-
LEDGE. By the Rev. J. AYRE, M.A.
With 5 Maps, 15 plates, and 300
Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo., 6s.

HISTORICAL TREASURY: Outlines of

Universal History, Separate Histories

of all Nations. Fcp. 8vo., 6^.

TREASURY OF KNOWLEDGE AND
"LIBRARY OF REFERENCE. Com-
prising an English Dictionary and
Grammar, Universal Gazeteer, Classi-

cal Dictionary, Chronology, Law
Dictionary, &c. Fcp. 8vo., 6s.

Maunder's (Samuel) Treasuries
contimied.

SCIENTIFIC AND LITERARY TREASURY.
Fcp. 8vo., 6s.

THE TREASURY OF BOTANY. Edited

by J. LINDLEY, F.R.S., and T.

MOORE, F.L.S. With 274 Wood-
cuts and 20 Steel Plates. 2 vols.

Fcp. 8vo., i2s.

E-Oget.~THESAURUS OFENGLISHWORDS
AND PHRASES. Classified and Ar-

ranged so as to Facilitate the Expression
of Ideas and assist in Literary Com-
position. By PETER MAUK ROGET,
M.D.. F.R.S. Recomposed through-
out, enlarged and improved, partly
from the Author's Notes, and with a
full Index, by the Author's Son, JOHN
LEWIS ROGET. Crown 8vo., ioj. 6d.

Willich. POPULAR TABLES for giving
information for ascertaining the value of

Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church Pro-

perty, the Public Funds, &c. By
CHARLES M. WILLICH. Edited by H.
BENCE JONES. Crown 8vo., los. 6d.

Children's Books.

Crake. Works by Rev. A. D. CRAKE.
EDWY THE FAIR; or, the First Chro-

nicle of ^Escendune. Crown 8vo.,
2s. 6d.

A.LFGAR THE DANE: or
,
the Second Chro-

nicle of ^Escendune. Cr. 8vo., 2j. 6d.

THE RIVAL HEIRS: being the Third
and Last Chronicle of ^Escendune.
Cr. 8vo., 2s. 6d.

THE HOUSE OF WALDERNE. A Tale
of the Cloister and the Forest in the

Days of the Barons' Wars. Crown
8vo., 2s. 6d.

BRIAN FITZ-COUNT. A Story of Wal-
lingford Castle and Dorchester Abbey.
Cr. 8vo., 2s. 6d.

Tngelow. VERY YOUNG, AND QUITE
ANOTHER STORY. Two Stories. By
JEAN INGELOW. Crown 8vo. , 2s. 6d.

Lang. Works editedbyANDREW LANG.
THE BLUE FAIRY BOOK. With 8

Plates and 130 Illustrations in the
Text by H. J. FORD and G. P.

JACOMB HOOD. Crown 8vo.
, 6^.

Lang. Works edited byANDREW LANG
continued.

THE RED FAIRY BOOK. With 4 Plates
and 96 Illustrations in the Text by H.
J. FORD and LANCELOT SPEED.
Crown Svo., 6s.

THE GREEN FAIRY BOOK. With u
Plates and 88 Illustrations in the Text

by H. J. FORD and L. BOGLE. Cr.

8vo., 6s.

THE BLUE POETRY BOOK. With 12
Plates and 88 Illustrations in the Text

by H. J. FORD and LANCELOT SPEED.
Crown 8vo., 6s.

THE BLUE POETRY BOOK. School

Edition, without Illustrations. Fcp.
Svo.

,
2s. 6d.

THE TRUE STORY BOOK. With 8 Plates
and 58 Illustrations in the Text, by
C. H. KERR, H. J. FORD, LANCELOT
SPEED, and L. BOGLE. Crown Svo.

,

6s.
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Children's Books continued.

Meade. Works by L. T. MEADE.
DEB AND THE DUCHESS. Illustrated.

Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

THE BERESFORD PRIZE. Illustrated.

Cr. 8vo., 5j.

DADDY'S BOY. Illustrated. Crown
8vo. , y. 6d.

Molesworth. Works by Mrs. MOLES-
WORTH.
SILVERTHORNS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo.,5j.

THE PALACE IN THE GARDEN. Illus-

trated. Crown 8vo., 5^.
THE THIRD Miss ST. QUENTIN. Cr.

8vo., 2S. 6d.

NEIGHBOURS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

THE STORY OF A SPRING MORNING, &c.
Illustrated. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d.

Reader. VOICES FROM FLOWER -

LAND : a Birthday Book and Language
of Flowers. By EMILY E. READER.
Illustrated by ADA BROOKE. Royal
i6mo., cloth, 2s, 6d.

; vegetable vellum,
3-r. 6d.

Stevenson. Works by ROBERT Louis
STEVENSON.

A CHILD'S GARDEN OF VERSES. Small

fcp. 8vo., 5-y.

A CHILD'S GARLAND OF SONGS,
Gathered from ' A Child's Garden of

Verses '. Set to Music by C . VILLIERS
STANFORD, Mus. Doc. 4to.. 2s.

sewed ; 35. 6d. , cloth gilt.

The Silver
CROWN 8vo. y. 6d.

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Eight Years in

Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. 3.?. 6d.

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Rifle and Hound in

Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. y. 6d.

Baring-Gould's (Rev. S.) Curious Myths I

of the Middle Ages. y. 6d.

Baring-Gould's (Rev. S.) Origin and
Development of Religious Belief. 2
vols. 35. 6d. each.

Brassey's (Lady) A Voyage in the* Sun-
beam '. With 66 Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Clodd's (E.) Story of Creation : a Plain
Account of Evolution. With 77 Illus-

trations. 3^. 6d.

Conybeare (Rev. W. J.) and Howson's
(Very Rev. J. S.) Life and Epistles of
St. Paul. 46 Illustrations, y. 6d.

DougalPs (L.) Beggars All; a Novel.

y. 6d.

Doyle's (A. Conan) Micah Clarke : a Tale
of Monmouth's Rebellion. 3^. 6d.

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Captain of the

Polestar, and other Tales. 35. 6d.

Proude's (J. A.) Short Studies on Great

Subjects. 4 vols. y. 6d. each.

Froude's (J. A.) C&sar : a Sketch, y. 6d.

Froude's (J. A.) Thomas Carlyle: a

History of his Life.

1795-1835. 2 vols. 75.

1834-1881. 2 vols. 7.?.

Froude's (J. A.) The Two Chiefs of Dun-
boy. 35-. 6d.

Froude's (J. A.) The History of England,
from the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat
of the Spanish Armada. 12 vols.

y. 6d. each.

Library.
EACH VOLUME.

Gleig's (Rev. G. R.) Life of the Duke of

Wellington. With Portrait. 3^. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) She : A History of

Adventure. 32 Illustrations. y. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan Quatermain.
With 20 Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Colonel Quaritch,
V.C. : a Tale of Country Life. 3*.

6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Cleopatra. With 29
Full-page Illustrations, y. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Eric Brighteyes.
With 51 Illustrations, y. 6d,

Haggard's (H. R.) Beatrice. 35. 6d.

Harte's (Bret) In the Carquinez Woods,
and other Stories. 3^. 6d.

Helmholtz's (Hermann von) Popular
Lectures on Scientific Subjects.
With 68 Woodcuts. 2 vols. y. 6d.

each.

Hewitt's (W.) Visits to Remarkable
Places. 80 Illustrations. 3*. 6d.

Jefferies' (R.) The Story of My Heart :

My Autobiography. With Portrait.

y. 6d.

JefTeries' (R.) Field and Hedgerow. With
Portrait. 3*. 6d.

Jefferies' (R.) Red Deer. With 17
Illustrations, y. 6d.

Jefferies' (R.) Wood Magic: a Fable.

y. 6d.

Jefferies' (R.) The Toilers of the Field,

With Portrait from the Bust in Salis-

bury Cathedral, y. 6d.



LONGMANS & CO. 'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS.

The Silver Library continued

Knight's (E. F.) The Cruise of the
* Alerte' : the Narrative of a Search for

Treasure on the Desert Island of

Trinidad. With 2 Maps and 23
Illustrations. 3*. 6d.

Lang's (A.) Custom and Myth: Studies

of Early Usage and Belief, y. 6d.

Lees (J. A.) and Clutterbuck's (W. J.)

B.C. 1887, A Ramble in British

Columbia. With Maps and 75 Illustra-

tions, y. 6d.

Macaulay's (Lord) Essays and Lays of

Ancient Rome. y. 6d.

Macleod (H. D.) The Elements of Bank-

ing, y. 6d.

Marshman's (J. C.) Memoirs of Sir Henry
Havelock. 3*. 6d.

Max Miiller's (F.) India, what can it

teach us ? 3^. 6d.

Max Mailer's (F.) Introduction to the

Science of Religion, y. 6d.

Merivale's (Dean) History of the Romans
under the Empire. 8 vols. y. 6d. ea.

Mill's (J. S.) Political Economy, y. 6d.

Mill's (J. S.) System of Logic. 35. 6d,

Milner's (Geo.) Country Pleasures, y. 6d

Newman's (Cardinal) Apologia Pro Vita

Sua. y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Historica

Sketches. 3 vols. y. 6d. each.

Newman's (Cardinal) Callista : a Tale
of the Third Century. y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Loss and Gain : a
Tale. y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Essays, Critica

and Historical. 2 vols. js.

Newman's (Cardinal) The Developmen
of Christian Doctrine. y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) The Arians of the
Fourth Century, y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Verses on
Various Occasions. y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) The Present
Position of Catholics in England.
35. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Parochial and
Plain Sermons. 8 vols. 3^. 6d. each.

Newman's (Cardinal) Selection from the
' Parochial and Plain Sermons '. y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Sermons bearing
upon Subjects of the Day. y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Difficulties felt by
Anglicans in Catholic Teaching Con-
sidered. 2 vols. y. 6d. each,

Newman's (Cardinal) The Idea of a

University, y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Biblical and
Ecclesiastical Miracles. y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Discussions and
Arguments, y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Grammar of

Assent, y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Fifteen Sermons
Preached before the University of

Oxford. y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Lectures on the

Doctrine of Justification, y. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Sermons on
Various Occasions. 35. 6d.

Newman's (Cardinal) Via Media of the

Anglican Church, in Lectures, &c. 2

vols. y. 6d. each.

Newman's (Cardinal) Discourses to

Mixed Congregations, y. 6d.

Phillipps-Wolley's (C.) Snap : a Legend
of the Lone Mountain. With 13
Illustrations. y. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) Other Worlds than
Ours. y. 6d.

Proctor's
'

(R. A.) Rough Ways made
Smooth. y. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) Pleasant Ways in

Science. y. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) The Orbs Around Us.

3J. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) The Expanse of Heaven.

y. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) Myths and Marvels
of Astronomy. 3*. 6d.

Proptor's (R. A.) Nature Studies, y. 6d.

Smith's (R. Bosworth) Carthage and the

Carthaginians, y. 6d.

Stanley's (Bishop) Familiar History of

Birds. 160 Illustrations. y. 6d.

Stevenson (Robert Louis)and Osbourne's

(Lloyd) The Wrong Box. y. 6d.

Weyman's (Stanley J.) The House of

the Wolf : a Romance. 3^. 6d.

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Petland Revisited.

With 33 Illustrations. y. 6d.

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Strange Dwellings.
With 60 Illustrations, y. 6d.

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Out of Doors, II

Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Cookery, Domestic Management, &c.
Acton. MODERN COOKERY. By ELIZA
ACTON. With 150 Woodcuts. Fcp.
8vo., 41. 6d.

Bull. Works by THOMAS BULL, M.D.

HINTS TO MOTHERS ON THE MANAGE-

MENT OF THEIR HEALTH DURINGTHE
PERIOD OF PREGNANCY. Fcp. 8vo.,

is. 6d.

THE MATERNAL MANAGEMENT OF
CHILDREN IN HEALTH AND DISEASE.

Fcp. 8vo., i5. 6d.



LONGMANS <& CO.'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 23

Cookery, Domestic Management, &c.

De Sails. Works by Mrs. DE SALIS.

CAKES AND CONFECTIONS X LA MODE.
Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

DOGS : a Manual for Amateurs. Fcp.
8vo., is. 6d.

DRESSED GAME AND POULTRY A LA
MODE. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

DRESSED VEGETABLES A LA MODE.
Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

DRINKS X LA MODE. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

ENTRIES X LA MODE. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

OYSTERS X LA MODE. Fcp. 8vo. , is. 6d.

PUDDINGS AND PASTRY X LA MODE.
Fcp. 8vo. , is. 6d.

SAVOURIES X LA MODE. Fcp. 8vo.,
is. 6d.

SOUPS AND DRESSED FISH X LA MODE.
Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

SWEETS AND SUPPER DISHES X LA
MODE. Fcp. 8vo. , is. 6d.

TEMPTING DISHES FOR SMALL IN-
COMES. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

'ontinued.

De Sails. Works by Mrs. DE SALTS
continued.

FLORAL DECORATIONS. Suggestions
and Descriptions. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

NEW-LAID EGGS : Hints for Amateur
Poultry Rearers. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

WRINKLES AND NOTIONS FOR EVERY
HOUSEHOLD. Cr. 8vo., u. 6d.

Harrison. COOKERY FOR BUSY LIVES
AND SMALL INCOMES. By MARY HAR-
RISON. Cr. 8vo., js.

Lear. MAIGRE COOKERY. By H. L,
SIDNEY LEAR. i6mo., 2s.

Poole. COOKERY FOR THE DIABETIC.

By W. H. and Mrs. POOLE. With
Preface by Dr. PAVY. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d.

Walker. A HANDBOOK FOR MOTHERS:
being Simple Hints to Women on the

Management of their Health during
Pregnancy and Confinement, together
with Plain Directions as to the Care of

Infants. By JANE H. WALKER, L.R.C. P.
and L.M. L.R.C.S. and M.D. (Brux.).
With 13 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., zs. 6d.

Miscellaneous and Critical Works.
Allingham. VARIETIES IN PROSE.

By WILLIAM ALLINGHAM. 3 vols. Cr.

8vo, iSs. (Vols. i and 2, Rambles, by
PATRICIUS WALKER. Vol. 3, Irish

Sketches, etc.)

Armstrong. ESSAYS AND SKETCHES.
By EDMUND J. ARMSTRONG. Fcp.
8vo., 55.

Bagehot. LITERARY STUDIES. By
WALTER BAGEHOT. 2 vols. 8vo., 28s.

Baines. SHAKESPEARE STUDIES, AND
OTHER ESSAYS. By THOMAS SPENCER
BAINES, LL.D. With a biographical
Preface by Prof. LEWIS CAMPBELL.
Crown 8vo. , 75. 6d.

Baring-Gould. CURIOUS MYTHS OF
THE MIDDLE AGES. By Rev. S.

BARING-GOULD. Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

B a tt ye. PICTURES IN PROSE OF
NATURE, WILD SPORT, AND HUMBLE
LIFE. By AUBYN TREVOR BATTYE,
B.A. Crown 8vo. ,

6s.

Boyd ('A. K. H. B/). Works by
A. K. H. BOYD, D.D.
AUTUMN HOLIDAYS OF A COUNTRY
PARSON. Crown 8vo.

, 3$. 6d.

COMMONPLACE PHILOSOPHER. Crown
8vo.

, 35 6d.

CRITICAL ESSAYS OF A COUNTRY
PARSON. Crown 8vo., 3^. 6d.

EAST COAST DAYS AND MEMORIES.
Crown 8vo. . is. 6d

Boyd ('A. K. H. B.'). Works by
A. K. H. BOYD, D.D. continued.

LANDSCAPES, CHURCHES AND MORA-
LITIES. Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

LEISURE HOURS IN TOWN. Crown
8vo., y. bd.

LESSONS OF MIDDLE AGE. Cr.Svo.,y.6d.
OUR LITTLE LIFE. Two Series. Cr.

8vo,. y. 6d. each.

OUR HOMELYCOMEDY: ANDTRAGEDY.
Crown 8vo., 3*. 6d.

RECREATIONS OF A COUNTRY PARSON.
Three Series. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. each.
First Series. Popular Ed. 8vo.,6<^. swd.

Butler. Works by SAMUEL BUTLER.
EREWHON. Cr. 8vo., $s.

THE FAIR HAVEN. A Work in Defence
of the Miraculous Element in our
Lord's Ministry. Cr. 8vo.

, ?s. 6d.

LIFE AND HABIT. An Essay after a

Completer View of Evolution. Cr.

8vo., ?s. 6d
EVOLUTION, OLD AND NEW. Cr. 8vo.,

nos. 6d.

ALPS AND SANCTUARIES OF PIEDMONT
AND CANTON TICINO. Pt.4to.,ios.6d.

LUCK, OR CUNNING, AS THE MAIN
MEANS OF ORGANIC MODIFICATION?
Cr. 8vo., TS. 6d.

Ex VOTO. An Account of the Sacro
Monte or New Jerusalem at Varallo-
Sesioa. Crown 3vo., IQJ. 6.7.
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Miscellaneous and Critical Works continued.

Francis. JUNIUS REVEALED By his

surviving Grandson, H. R. FRANCIS.

8vo., 6s.

Halliwell-Phillipps. A CALENDAR
OF THE HALLIWELL - PHILLIPPS
COLLECTION OF SHAKESPEAREAN
RARITIES. Enlarged by ERNEST E.

BAKER, F.S.A. 8vo., ios. 6d.

Hodgson. OUTCAST ESSAYS AND
VERSE TRANSLATIONS. By W. SHAD-
WORTH HODGSON. Crown 8vo. , 8s. 6d.

Hullah. Works by JOHN HULLAH.
COURSE OF LECTURES -ON THE HIS-
TORY OF MODERN Music. 8vo., 85. 6d.

COURSE OF LECTURES ON THE TRANSI-
TION PERIOD OF MUSICAL HISTORY.
8vo., IQS. 6d.

JefFeries. Works by RICHARD JEF-
FERIE&,

FIELD AND HEDGEROW : last Essays.
With Portrait. Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

THE STORY OF MY HEART : my Auto-

biography. Crown 8vo.
, y. 6d.

RED DEER. With 17 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

THE TOILERS OF THE FIELD. Crown
8vo., y. 6d.

WOOD MAGIC: a Fable. Crown 8vo.,

35. 6d.

Johnson. THE PATENTEE'S MANUAL:
a Treatise on the Law and Practice of
Letters Patent. By J. & J. H. JOHN-
SON, Patent Agents, &c. 8vo. , ios. 6d.

Lang. Works by ANDREW LANG.
LETTERS TO DEAD AUTHORS. Fcp.

8vo., 2s. 6d. net.

BOOKS AND BOOKMEN. With 19
Illustrations. Fcp. 8vo., 2.5. 6d. net.

OLD FRIENDS. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. net.
LETTERS ON LITERATURE. Fcp. 8vo.,

2s. 6d. net.

Macfarren. LECTURESON HARMONY.
By Sir GEO. A. MACFARREN. 8vo., izs.

Max Mtiller.Works by F. MAX
MtJLLER.
HIBBERT LECTURES ON THE ORIGIN
AND GROWTH OF RELIGION, as illus-

trated by the Religions of India.
Crown 8vo., js. 6d.

INTRODUCTION TO THE SCIENCE OF
RELIGION : Four Lectures delivered at
the Royal Institution. Cr. 8vo. ,3^. 6d.

{continued.
NATURAL RELIGION. The Gifford

Lectures, 1890. Cr. 8vo., K. 6d.

50,000/4/94.

Max Miiller. Works by F. MAX
MtJLLER. continued.

PHYSICAL RELIGION. The Gifford
Lectures, 1890. Cr. 8vo., ios. 6d.

ANTHROPOLOGICAL RELIGION. The Gif-
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